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IT  TAKES  EXPERIENCE  TO  SKIM  THE  SURF  AT 


_ # . aiul  Chami>ion 
NANCE  STIELEY 

agrees  that 

„ „K,  skiing -an.l 

in  ciga«U«  » 

"EXPERIENCE 

&THE  BEST 

teacher! 


In  twisting  slaloms 
. . . in  tricky  jumps 
. . . this  petite  young 
Cypress  Cardens 
aquamaid  is  in  a 
class  by  herself  . . . 
a champion  many 
times  over. 


CM 


So/-/ 


» I LEARNED  *— > 
By  EXPERIENCE... 
BY  COMPARING...' 
THAT  CAMELS  SUIT 
. My'T-ZONE'  . 
best! 


I I NOTICE  MORE 
AND  MORE  PEOPLE 
SMOKING  CAMELS. 
'the/re  great!1 


et  your 


THE  T-ZONE" 
T for  Taste... 

T for  Throat... 

your  final 
proving  ground 
for  any 
N.  cigarette 


R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company.  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Zone  tell  you  why 


More  people  are  smoking 
Camels  than  ever  before ! 


• Now  that  people  can  get  all  the  cigarettes  they  want 
. . . any  brand  . . . now  that  they  once  again  can  choose 
their  cigarette  on  a basis  of  personal  preference  . . . more 
people  are  smoking  Camels  than  ever  before. 

^thy?  The  answer  is  in  your  “T-Zone"’  (T  for  Taste 
and  T for  Throat  I . Let  your  taste  . . . your  throat  . . . 
tell  you  why,  with  smokers  who  have  tried  and  com- 
pared, Camels  are  the  “choice  of  experience’"! 


According  to  a 

Nationwide  survey: 


MORE  DOCTORS 
SMOKE  CAMELS 
THAN  ANY  OTHER 
CIGARETTE 


When  113.597  doctors  from  coast 
to  coast  were  asked  by  three 
independent  research  organiza- 
tions to  name  the  cigarette  they 
smoked,  more  doctors  named 
Camel  than  any  other  brand! 
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Aristocrat  Dairv  Products 
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ALLENTOWN  DAIRY  CO.,  Inc. 


1019  Turner  Street  Allentown,  Pennsylvania 

Serving  Allentown,  Bethlehem  and  Vicinity 

From  Bethlehem  Call  Enterprise  1-0510 


LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY  SUPPLY  BUREAU 


Alumni  Memorial  Building 

BETHLEHEM  PENNSYLVANIA 


"The  Student's  Store" 
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DRY  CLEANING 

Prompt  Pick-up 
and  Delivery 
on  the  Campus 

Phone 

Bethlehem  7-7531 
Allentown  955 1 
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Phone  8- 1 662 


SAMUEL  RAMBALL 

JEWELER 
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Inside  The  Goblet 


Because  his  family  belonged  to  the  wrong  political  party 
in  Medellin,  Colombia,  at  the  wrong  time,  FREDERICK  L. 
VILLA,  author  of  "Male  at  Moravian",  came  to  the  Uni- 
ted Stales  at  a tender  age  and  stayed  ever  since. 

Early  in  his  Boy  Scout  training  Pancho  became  expert  in 
rendering  medical  aid.  As  this  later  became  a specialized 
skill  highly  in  demand  Pancho  had  no  trouble  in  selling 
his  services  to  the  only  bidder  in  the  labor  market.  He  did 
so  well  in  this  that  in  the  period  of  three  years  he  soared 
to  the  lofty  and  responsible  rank  of  pfc  and  had  earned 
enough  in  the  black  market  to  pay  his  tuition  through 
Lehigh. 

Even  in  the  Army  his  literary  skill  was  not  unnoticed. 
During  a sojourn  in  the  guardhouse  he  wrote  a brilliant 
treatise  that  made  him  famous  throughout  the  service. 
"VILLA  ON  AWOL"  is  the  standard,  classical,  definitive 
text  in  its  field  and  is  required  reading  for  all  staff  officers 
in  the  Judge  Advocate  General  s Department. 

He  first  came  to  our  attention  as  a renegade  refugee  from 
the  intellectual  strangulation  of  the  Brown  and  White  desk. 

He  is  the  founder,  president,  and  only  member  of  the 
"Order  of  the  Eiderdown  Sack",  an  organization  for  stu- 
dents who  hate  PE.  He  is  also  the  founder  of  the  Lam- 
berton  Hall  Coffeehouse  Club,  that  brilliant  group  of  in- 
telectuals  who  solve  the  world’s  insolvable  problems  over 
steaming  coffee  cups. 

His  great,  frank,  challenging,  fearless  Nobel  prize  win- 
ning novel  will  be  forthcoming  from  his  publisher  in  1958. 

It  is  an  epoch  making  allegorical  novel  written  in  a style 
of  lace-like  fragility;  filled  with  dynamically  contrapuntal 
stresses  and  strains,  symbolizing  man's  epic  struggle 
through  the  ages  to  attain  the  inalienable  right  to  sack. 

After  graduation  this  June  he  plans  to  take  a hard-earned 
rest  racing  his  sailboat  on  Long  Island  Sound,  where  even 
Vanderbilt  is  known  to  be  afraid  of  his  skillful  seaman- 
ship. When  the  summer  is  over  he  intends  to  skulk 
through  dark  alleys  off  Third  Avenue,  New  York  and  as- 
sures us  he  "will  run  like  hell  from  anything  that  looks 
like  work." 

When  he  came  back  from  Moravian  we  asked  him  how 
he  made  out.  He  collapsed  on  the  office  sofa  and  sighed, 

"There  were  three  hundred  of  ’em.  I was  outnumbered." 

BILL  REEHL,  whose  illuminating  expose  of  methods 
used  by  4.0  men  will  prove  so  helpful  and  easy  that  the 
graduates  will  want  to  come  back  and  take  their  courses 
over  again  just  so  they  can  make  Phi  Bete,  has  been  more 
or  less  interested  in  writing  ever  since  his  high  school  days 
in  Orlando,  Florida.  He  was  the  president  of  a writer’s 
club  at  that  time,  and  although  no  commercial  writing 
was  dene,  the  group  turned  out  their  own  magazine  yearly. 

Leaving  Orlando  Senior  High,  Bill  came  to  Lehigh  in  . 

1942.  He  left  in  ’44  and  came  back  two  years  later,  in  46, 
now  a veteran.  A Chem.E.  major,  he  will  go  to.  Massa- 
chusetts to  work  for  General  Electric,  where  he  will  work 
in  plastics.  He  is  probably  an  unusual  student  in  this  re- 
spect, that  this  is  the  very  job  he  has  planned  for  ever 
since  beginning  at  Lehigh. 

When  he  graduates,  the  campus  will  lose  a unique  figure 
—the  only  man  ever  to  have  been  inspired  by  the  Brown 
and  White.  He  got  the  idea  for  his  story  after  reading  an 
editorial  in  that  paper  on  study  methods. 

JOHN  RYAN  has  two  things  in  common  with  Joe  Kin- 
ney. He  is  most  often  to  be  located  at  the  well-known  bar 
at  Third  and  Wyandotte,  and  he  was  born  in  Bethlehem. 
The  second  item’ has  had  the  most  permanent  effect  upon 
his  life.  It  occurred  on  December  1,  1926. 

Rvan,  who  wrote  the  story  Bachelor  Dinner,  graduated 
from  Bethlehem- Catholic  High  School,  and  is  "hopeful" 
of  graduating  from  Lehigh  in  June  48.  He  is  majoring  in 

^His  "real"  ambition,  he  S2ys,  is  "to  be  a good  language 
teacher  i.e.,  to  teach  the  languages  so  that  when  a student 
graduates  he  can  handle  a foreign  language,  rather  than 
just  have  an  idea  of  the  literature  with  no  practical  knowl- 

edOf  his  other  ambition  he  says,  "I  want  to  make  enough 
to  live  on-hell.  I’ve  got  to  eat  too!" 

Although  a language  major,  Ryan  seems  to  be  interested 
in  things  literary  in  general.  He  has  tried  his  hand  at  short 
story  writing,  and  took  a course  of  instruction  in  this  sub- 
ject, but  does  not  expect  to  make  anything  like  a career 
of  it. 

DR.  CARL  STRAL'CH  is  probably  one  of  the  most  fa-  gR  / 

miliar  figures  of  the  English  Department  to  most  students,  ? 

tor  he  teaches  the  popular  Eng.  121,  which  is  even  patron 
ized  heavily  by  engineers.  ... 

At  Lehigh  since  1934,  Dr.  Strauch  was  born  in  Allen- 
town, but  graduated  with  a PhD  from  Yale.  He  has  a 
great  liking  for  literary  restarch,  he  says,  and  has  had  ar- 
ticles on  Hardy,  Walt  Whitman,  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 
and  contemporary  writers  published  in  what  he  calls 
"learned  journals."  . „ . , , 

His  devotion  to  letters  is  not  all  dead  serious,  however. 

As  his  light-veined  story  indicates,  he  occasionally  can  t 
resist  straying  into  the  regions  of  fantasy,  and  is  apt  to 
satirize  his  own  research  efforts.  So  far  as  we  know,  those 
lighter  efforts  have  heretofore  circulated  only  among  a few 
intimates,  and  The  Alcoholism  of  Lady  MacBethis  his 
first  published  humor  article.  Once  again,  the  GOBLhl 
has  scooped  the  field ! 
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Ivy  and  Chestnuts 


I sat  slouched  in  my  chair  while  Happy  Hank,  the  office 
boy,  sloshed  about  the  office  with  a mop,  cleaning  up  the 
pools  of  sweat.  The  staff  was  strewn  about  in  attitudes  of 
exhaustion.  From  outside  came  the  plaintive  cry  of  a ped- 
dler— "Gitcher  Goblet ; Gitcher  Goblet  now!  Now  on  sale!” 
It  was  punctuated  with  convulsed  laughter  and  remarks  of 
"Good  Issue”  and  "Wonderful!”  The  circulation  manager 
came  in  with  news  that  we  had  already  sold  ten  copies. 

Suddenly  I heard  a simian  rustle  reminiscent  of  one  of 
the  quiter  moments  of  Murders  in  the  Rue  Morgue.  Every- 
thing was  spoiled.  I hated  to  look,  but  I raised  my  eyes.  I 
had  already  an  awful  premonition. 

I was  right.  Gus  Goblet,  his  scarred  face  knotted  into 
a fierce  scowl,  confronted  me.  He  was  wearing  a cap  and 
gown  about  five  times  too  big  for  him.  I rose  and  extended 
my  hand. 

"So  you’re  graduating?  I hate  to  see  you  go,  but  — 
goodbye,  Gus.” 

"Graduating  nothing,”  he  snapped,  cutting  at  me  with 
his  mortarboard.  "I  want  all  those  mags  called  off  the 
streets,  I'm  ready  for  my  cover  picture.  I can’t  let  you 
make  the  mistake  of  using  Kinney,  when  I condescend  to 
be  on  the  cover.” 

"Nothing  doing.  You  know  it’s  impossible.” 

He  ran  a finger  tentatively  along  a hairy  eyelid  in  search 
of  a tear.  "Everbody’s  turned  against  me.  You  guys  are 
being  influenced  by  Norwood,  the  faculty  representative.” 

"What  do  you  mean?”  I asked.  I knew  damned  well 
what  he  meant. 

"Just  the  other  day  I caught  him  slipping  D.D.T.  into 
me  private  bottle.  That  doesn't  sound  like  much,  but  it 
made  me  suspicious.  So  I asked  some  questions.” 

"Well?” 

"Well,  Norwood  did  some ‘pretty  strong  hinting.  He 
said,  The  average  Lehigh  man  is  too  mature  in  outlook  to 


find  anything  rewarding  in  the  stumblebum  activities  of  a 
phariah  like  you.  You’re  a bore.  You’re  vulgar  and  dull. 
By  no  stretch  of  imagination  do  I see  you  as  suitable  for 
a Lehigh  publication.  I dislike  you.  Go  away.’  ” He  blew 
his  nose  on  his  gown. 

J felt  a tug  of  sympathy,  but  wisely  kept  my  mouth  shut. 

"It’s  hard  to  believe,”  he  said,  "but  I’m  almost  positive 
he  doesn’t  like  me.” 

From  outside  came  the  hawker’s  cry,  "Gitcher  Goblet! 
Gitcher  Goblet  wow!”  A coin  clinked,  and  the  circulation 
manager  wriggled  ecstatically.  "I  even  thought  of  leaving 
the  mag,”  Gus  said.  "But  I think  it’s  good  enough  to 
merit  my  staying.” 

"Well,  Gus,  remember  the  Broun  and  White  editorials 
last  summer  when  we  were  in  hot  water  and  it  looked  like 
there  wasn’t  going  to  be  any  more  Goblet?  'There  is  talent 
at  Lehigh!  There  can  be  a successful  Goblet!’  That’s 
what  the  editorials  said.” 

"Talent!  I guess  so!  Why,  aside  from  you  and  me, 
pal,  there  have  been  26  different  contributors  this  semester. 
Just  on  writing.” 

"Yes,”  I said.  "There  was  Rheiner  Hutchins,  Zachariah, 
Dave  Ettleman,  Sally  Woodhull,  James  McNamara,  Bill 
Cornelius,  Jack  Kline,  Harold  G.  Rogers,  El.  Cornog,  Nort 
McKnight,  — ” 

He  cut  in.  "Bob  Polstein — the  jerk  who  was  editor  before 
you — Irwin  Vogel,  Reginald  Parker,  Dick  Ash,  Ed  Levine, 
Dave  Edelman,  that  girl  from  Cedar  Crest,  E.T.,  ’Swede’ 
Lindholm;  and  this  issue  we  got  some  more  new  ones.” 

"We  even  got  co-operation  from  the  faculty,”  I said  hap- 
pily. "Dr.  Strauch's  article  in  this  issue  and  there  was 
Charlie  Moravec’s  wrestling  feature.  And  don’t  forget 
Hayden  Norwood's  story  on  Thomas  Wolfe’s  sister.  Nor- 
wood is  in  Who's  Who  in  the  East,  by  the  way.” 

"And  we  went  from  22  pages  to  28,”  Gus  added,  ignor- 
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ing  my  mention  of  Nomood.  "If  we’d  printed  all  the 
stuff  we  rejected,  the  mag  would  have  been  thicker  than 
Esquire.”  He  contorted  his  face  into  a friendly  grin  and 
clapped  me  on  the  back.  Yes  sir,  we’ve  made  progress 
this  semester.” 

Suddenly  it  occurred  to  me  that  Gus  had  never  spoken 
like  this.  What  had  happened  to  his  usual  mixture  of  flip- 
pancy and  abuse?  That  palsy-walsy  tail  around  my  shoul- 
ders felt  very  unfamiliar. 

"Yessir,”  Gus  went  on,  "Everything’s  looking  up.  The 
mag  is  even  selling  well.  In  fact,  the  business  manager  says 
we're  making  a profit.”  He  edged  closer,  crawling  with 
friendliness.  "In  fact,  pal,  I’ve  come  around  for  my  hon- 
orarium.” 

I disengaged  the  tail  and  withdrew  coldly.  Suddenly 
Gus  whirled  and  darted  out  the  window.  Norwood  came 
in  clicking  a pair  of  scissors. 

wy 

Whether  you  knew  it  or  not,  L.U.  came  close  to  being  the 
home  of  a new  bobby-sox  idol  a while  ago.  The  setting  was 
the  Mustard  and  Cheese  production  of  The  Mikado.  A1 
Yost,  starring  as  Nanki  Poo,  made  such  a hit  with  the  Mo- 
ravian and  high  school  girls  in  the  audience  that  each  of 
his  appearances  began  to  affect  the  gals  like  a song  by  Sin- 
atra. Backstage,  he  was  swamped  by  autograph  hunters, 
and  we  understand  that  he’s  even  getting  fan  mail.  Our 
adivce  to  the  lovelorn  is — take  singing  lessons  and  join 
Mustard  and  Cheese. 

* * * * 

Spring  comes  with  singing  birds,  green  grass,  clear  blue 
sky,  and  an  overwhelming  urge  to  get  out  of  the  classrooms. 
We  know  a case  of  an  instructor  who  had  been  promising 
his  class  all  through  the  usual  foul  early  weather  that  when 
things  cleared  up,  the  lectures  would  be  delivered  'neath 
the  open  sky  on  the  campus  lawn. 

Came  good  weather,  beckoning  through  the  windows, 
and  he  seemed  to  have  forgotten  his  promise.  Lectures 
continued  to  be  held  indoors.  The  class  began  to  get  rest- 
less, but  nobody  wanted  to  bring  the  topic  up,  and  soon  it 
seemed  to  have  been  forgotten. 

Then,  one  morning,  our  hero  walked  into  an  empty  class- 
room. This  was  puzzling,  for  he  remembered  having  seen 
most  of  his  students  outside  as  he  came  into  the  building. 
But  the  room  was  empty.  The  bell  rang,  and  still  no  stu- 
dents. Then  he  noticed  a message  on  the  backboard,  in 
an  unreasonable  facsimile  of  his  writing.  It  said:  "DUE 
TO  SPRING  WEATHER,  THIS  CLASS  WILL  MEET 
OUTSIDE  ON  THE  LAWN,  AS  PROMISED.” 


Perhaps  the  dumbest  rule-breaker  is  the  plagarist.  English 
stuuents  have  tried  to  get  away  with  almost  everything  — 
there  is  one  case  on  file  of  a guy  who  even  copied  directly 
from  his  own  text-book.  But  the  screwiest  case  is  that  of 
the  student  who  expected  a tip-top  mark  for  an  O.  Henry 
story. 

Unsurprisingly  enough,  he  was  hauled  on  the  carpet, 
where  he  gave  what  is  perhaps  the  most  outlandish  excuse 
yet.  It  was  all  his  room  mate’s  fault,  he  claimed.  Stuck 
for  an  idea,  with  the  assignment  due  the  next  day,  he  inno- 
cently asked  the  roomie,  who  shared  a three  room  place  with 
him,  for  inspiration.  The  treacherous  roomie,  from  his  own 
room,  said  sure.  And  he  proceeded  to  read  off  the  story, 
which  our  offender  (he  claims)  copied  down  in  good  faith 
as  teing  an  original,  impromptu  composition. 

* * * * 

A student  government  such  as  Arcadia  is  a serious  propo- 
sition. Arcadia  makes  stern  laws  which  each  and  every- 
one of  us  are  duty  bound  to  live  up  to.  Arcadia  members 
and  prospective  Arcadia  members  especially  are  expected  to 
rigorously  observe  these  dictates. 

There  seems  to  be  something  out  of  kilter  when  we  read 
that  Arcadia  rule  prohibiting  posters  of  any  kind  anywhere 
on  campus  except  bulletin  boards  and  then  think  of  the 
innumerable  large  and  gaudy  political  advertisements  that 
cover  the  campus  before  an  Arcadia  election. 

* * * * 

According  to  a story  in  the  Globe-Times,  Pennsylvania 
has  the  extra-ordinary  annual  beer  consumption  of  33  gal- 
lons per  capita.  This  is  high  over  the  national  average, 
and  we  wonder  if  a survey  of  Pennsylvania  engineering  in- 
stitutions would  help  clarify  the  situation. 


A 

One  can  learn  all  sorts  of  tricks  in  Bethlehem,  even  in 
standing  by  the  New  Street  Bridge.  We  were  lounging 
near  the  toll  box  there  the  other  day,  when  we  noticed  a 
character  approaching  along  the  sidewalk.  His  arms  were 
completely  occupied  with  a tower  of  parcels,  and  we  idly 
wondered  how  he  could  ever  get  to  his  pocket  to  pay  the  toll 
without  a complicated  unloading  and  re-loading  of  his 
burdens. 

We  shouldn’t  have  worried,  for  it  was  very  simple.  He 
hardly  even  slowed  down,  but  as  he  approached  the  toll- 
window  he  started  what  we  thought  was  going  to  turn  into 
a gallant  bow.  Bending  slightly,  he  puffed  his  cheeks  and 
expelled  the  penny  from  his  mouth. 
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Man  of  Distinction 


Th  is  month  a lot  of  guys  will  be 
getting  degrees  from  Lehigh.  All  sorts 
of  degrees — M.  A.’s,  A.  B.’s,  B.  J.’s. 
All  sorts  of  guys — Engineers,  Busi- 
ness majors,  Med.  students,  a hand- 
ful of  Arts  men.  But  one  guy  whom 
everybody  at  Lehigh  knows  or  has 
heard  of  will  be  getting  one  degree 
that's  not  officially  from  Lehigh. 

Joe  Kinney,  class  of  '24,  active 
member  Philadelphia  Alumni  Club, 
able  Bacchus  to  generations  of  Le- 
high’s youth,  is  being  signally  honor- 
ed by  an  honorary  degree  of  D.  A.  M. 
(Dr.  Alcoholic  Mixology).  To  the 
Goblet,  representing  the  Lehigh  Stu- 
dent, has  fallen  the  welcome  duty  of 
conferring  this  solemn  honor.  We  fig- 
ure Joe  has  earned  something,  if  for 


Photo  by  Sterne 

nothing  else  than  his  haboring  of  the 
staff  in  the  dark  days  when  we  didn't 
have  anywhere  else  to  meet.  That 
took  nerve. 

As  we  handed  Joe  his  impressive 
“sheepskin’’  we  thought  we  heard  a 
rustle  of  applause  echo  among  his 
bistro’s  shadowy  walls. 

Joe  took  over  the  bar  from  his 
predecessor  in  1935,  and  he  assures 
me  he  has  carried  on  the  traditions 
which  he  found  there.  He  has  also 
added  a few  of  his  own,  including 
himself.  He  came  back  to  Bethlehem 
and  his  present  business  around  1935, 
after  construction  stopped  on  the  Ful- 
ton St.  subway,  Brooklyn,  where  he 
had  worked  as  assistant  master  mech- 
anic. Lore  picked  at  Lehigh  as  a C.E. 


major  was  applied  by  him  him  there; 
showing  that  a Lehigh  education,  even 
a partial  one,  is  sure  to  come  in 
handy. 

Joe’s  educational  background  is  al- 
most as  varied  as  his  life.  A Bethle- 
hemite,  he  rolled  up  the  impressive 
record  of  having  attended  five,  count 
’em,  five  schools,  Bethlehem  Prep., 
Moravian  Prep.,  Wentworth  Military 
Academy,  Moravian  college,  and  Le- 
high. 

Two  years  he  spent  as  a Lehigh  stu- 
dent, but  he  had  enough  to  give  him 
an  insight  into  the  life  and  problems 
of  a student  which  has  lasted  ever 
since.  This  doubtless  accounts  for  the 
sympathetic,  grandfatherly  attitude 
evident  in  his  mustached,  kindly  face 
as  he  surveys  his  young  paying  cus- 
tomers. 

Student  pranks  and  occasional 
friendly  robbery  leave  him  with  no 
emotions  of  revenge.  “Someday  I’m 
going  to  take  a week  off  and  go 
around  to  all  the  fraternity 
houses,’  he  chuckles.  “I'll  collect  all 
my  beer  pitchers  they’re  using  there. 
I'll  probably  take  Tiny  along  to  help 
carry  ’em.” 

Occasionally  some  prince  of  thieves 
manages  to  get  away  with  a capacious 
hardwood  chair.  “I  guess  they  just 
get  a kick  out  of  getting  away  with 
it,”  he  says,  “although  of  course  a 
nice  big  chair  is  fine  to  dress  up 
your  room,  too.  Especially  one  from 
Kinney’s.  I located  a chair  at  Lafay- 
ette one  time,  and  another  time  as 
far  away  as  Blair  Academy.  I let  the 
Lafayette  boys  know  I knew,  and  the 
chair  came  by  quick  freight — with 
no  return  address.” 

On  matters  financial,  Joe  is  always 
ready  to  take  a chance.  “I  m gonna 
hang  out  a shingle,”  he  told  me,  “say- 
ing ‘Union  Trust  Company,  Branch 
Office.’  Lord  knows  I cash  enough 
checks.” 

There  is  no  bitterness  connected 
with  his  recollection  of  a certain 
check  cashing  experience.  It  was  right 
after  housepartv,  when  a group  of 
students  were  lounging  in  the  cool 
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bar  with  nothing  to  do  and  no  money 
to  do  it  on.  Finally  one  of  them  ask- 
ed genial  Joe  to  cash  his  check.  Joe 
obliged,  and  the  ingrate  left  with  the 
gang  in  tow  for  the  Maennerchor. 

Joe’s  Lehigh  career  was  terminated 
abruptly  when  “I  got  tired  and  left 
to  join  the  Army.”  He  got  into  the 
Infantry  in  Jacksonville,  Florida,  but 
he  soon  got  tired  of  that  too. 

When  he  took  over  the  bar,  he 
established  the  idea  for  the  fraternity 
plaques  seen  behind  him  on  the  cov- 
er. Each  “house”,  as  he  always  calls 
fraternity  houses,  furnished  one.  Al- 
ready present  was  the  tradition  of 
the  round  wooden  discus  hung  on  the 
wall,  each  covered  with  the  names  of 
a senior  class.  The  names  are  put  on 
by  the  students,  and  in  June,  Joe 
burns  them  in  permanently  with  an 
electric  pencil,  shellacs  the  disc,  and 
hangs  it  on  the  wall  with  the  many 
others  of  the  past. 

“I  always  check  with  the  student 
handbook”,  he  explained  gravely. 
“More  often  than  not,  some  guy’s 
name  is  there  that  doesn’t  belong.  I’ve 
found  names  from  Yale,  Muhlenburg, 
Princeton.  During  the  war  there  was 
no  freshman  handbook  and  I had  to 
gamble.” 

“I  could  write  a book  about  the 
place,”  Kinney  ponders.  “Toglang, 
the  bartender  there,  has  seen  more 
than  I have.  He’s  seen  ’em  come  and 
seen  ’em  go  for,  hell — sixty  years. 
This  is  the  first  place  the  Alumni  head 
for.  They  drop  in  here  all  the  time; 
talk  about  the  old  days.” 

Certainly  Kinney’s  Cafe  is  more 
than  just  a bar.  Bridge  games  are 
played  there,  and  cribbage.  Trying, 
to  contact  a student  recently,  I tele- 
phoned his  home.  This  was  harking 
up  the  wrong  tree.  His  mother  told 
me  to  call  Kinney’s.  One  or  more 
students  are  regularly  employed 
there,  but  this  boy  was  just  a “board- 
er.” 

Joe  has  memories  of  most  of  Le- 
high’s athletic  great,  and  as  a boy  re- 
members the  great  coach  Tom  Keady. 
He  saw  the  stadium  built,  and  says 


that  once  baseball  games  drew  a big- 
ger crowd1  than  football.  He  even  re- 
members when  Lehigh  used  to  beat 
Lafayette.  But  “in  the  13  years  I’ve 
owned  the  place,”  he  says,  “there  has 
never  been  any  violence  between  Le- 
high boys  and  rival  students.  “He 
added,  “I  am  proud  of  that.” 

An  active  member  of  the  Phila- 
delphia Alumni  Club,  he  meets  with 
other  old-timers  annually  at  Book- 
binder's in  Philly,  a week  before  the 
Lafayette  game.  “That,”  he  smiles, 
is  when  we  lick  the  hell  out  of  Laf- 
ayette.” 

He  has  the  bartender’s  view  of  the 
world — that  of  an  observer.  Life  to 
him  is  a passing  and  usually  inter- 
esting spectacle.  He  is  in  the  know 
on  many  private  and  not  widely 
known  bits  of  student  activity.  He  be- 
lieves in  George  Bernard  Shaw's  say- 
ing: “To  stay  young,  associate  with 
young  men.”  He  certainly  applies  this 
axiom. 

Many  students  will  be  surprised 
to  learn  that  Joe  has  a daughter.  She 
went  to  Moravian  for  two  years, 
where  she  majored  in  Journalism, 
and  now  is  in  New  York  at  a school 
for  models.  Joe  lives  with  his  wife  in 


a cosy,  well-lurnished  home  out  on 
Oakland  Road. 

Kinney’s  alert  face  is  wise  and 
kindly;  it  is  the  face  of  a man  who 
has  looked  on  many  things  in  the 
world  and  learned  how  to  lake  them. 
His  action  directly  after  the  snapping 
of  the  picture  with  the  beer  was  di- 
rect and  characteristic.  He  drank  the 
beer. 

— by  Tom  Harris 


“I  just  heard  that  the  students  have 
a nickname  for  Prof.  Smith,  and  I 
think  that  is  very  nice,”  said  Prof 
Jones.  “It  shows  a real  intimacy  and 
comradeship.  I somethimes  wish  they 
would  give  me  a nickname.” 

“The  students  have  a nickname  for 
you,”  said  his  son.  “It’s  Sanka. 

That  night  about  midnight,  after 
thinking  the  matter  over  many  times, 
the  father  got  up,  went  down  to  the 
kitchen  and  hunted  until  he  found  a 
can  of  Sanka.  Then  he  read  on  the 
label : “More  than  98%  of  the  active 
portion  of  the  bean  has  been  remov- 
ed.” 
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Bachelor  Dinner 


by  John  Ryan 


What  veteran  graduating  on 
the  G.I.  bill  does  not  nourish 
some  memory  or  other  of  a girl 
somewhere  overseas?  Here  is  the 
touching  idyll  ot  one  such  affair. 


Well,  Glug-Glug,  since  today  is  the  big  day  and  since 
you’re  all  the  time  askin’  me  how  in  hell  I come  to  be  here, 

I think  I’m  gonna  tell  you.  It  ain’t  that  I’m  partial  to  this 
climate  or  nothin’ ; I just  thought  that  I’d  be  a lot  better 
off  livin’  down  here  with  you  cannyballs  bein’  as  things  are 
the  way  they  are  back  in  the  States. 

A couple  of  years  ago  there  was  a war.  I was  just  outta 


high  school  and  had  went  to  work  for  a electrician  in  the 
neighborhood.  Anyways,  I was  hardly  gettin’  used  to  the 
work  when  they  took  me  in  the  army.  It  wasn't  that  I was 
alone;  there  was  a lotta  other  fellas  in  the  same  fix.  We 
was  all  pretty  well  p.o.’d. 

After  we  was  took  in  they  put  us  in  the  infantry  and  they 
gived  us  a lotta  trainin’.  Later  they  switched  me  to  ttie 
place  which  you  ain’t  never  heard  of  but  which  is  all  the 
signal  corpse  bein’  as  I was  a lot  higher  educated  than  was 
them  which  was  left  behind. 

After  a while  then  they  shipped  me  over  to  England,  a 
time  pretty  misty.  I got  a little  more  trainin’  there  and 
then  I was  ready  for  the  big  fight.  And  that  wasn’t  long  in 
cornin’  neither.  Such  a helluva  mess  that  was.  They  was 
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forever  shootin'  and  they  was  droppin'  borilbs  everywheres 
you'd  look.  I was  hurt  onc’t  in  the  leg  by  a piece  of  shrap- 
nel. They  was  quick  to  fix  me  up  though  and  I was  out 
there  diggin'  them  holes  for  the  wires  again  in  no  time. 

The  first  thing  I knowed,  the  war  was  over.  But  it 
wasn't  over  for  me.  I guess  they  thought  me  and  the  other 
fellas  in  the  outfit  was  still  important  so  they  shipped  us  to 
a little  town  in  Germany,  another  place  of  which  you  ain't 
never  heard. 

The  town  was  pitcheresk ; yeah,  it  was  pretty  nice,  too. 
It  took  me  back  to  the  days  when  I read  about  the  old. 
country  in  my  geography  book.  The  mountains  was  real 
high  and  there  was  everywheres  trees.  Many  times  I used 
to  just  go  out  and  sit  under  one  of  them  trees  and  think; 
yeah,  I used  to  think  about  them  fellas  which  was  already 
sent  back  to  the  States  and  the  fun  they  was  havin’. 

Now,  it  happens  that  one  day  when  I'm  sittin’  under  a 
tree  I seen  a girl.  Just  a girl.  Nothin'  about  her  that 
would  make  your  eyes  stand  out  except  that  she  was  a girl. 
Now,  in  the  town  where  I was  there  wasn't  many  girls,  and 
this  one  wasn’t  so  bad,  considerin’. 

So  I approached  myself  to  the  young  lady  and  I said  in 
my  best  German,  "How  goes  it?".  She  said,  "Good”  and 
so  our  friendship  was  off  to  a pretty  good  start.  I seen  her 
a lotta  times  then  and  we  had  lotsa  fun.  Hildy  (that  was 
her  name)  was  a woman  any  way  you’d  look  at  it,  and  a guy 
gets  pretty  fed  up  seein'  nothin'  but  a million  uniforms. 

Soon,  we  was  gettin’  pretty  serious  and  was  thinkin' 
about  gettin'  married,  but  the  government  had  other  ideas. 
They  decided  to  ship  the  gang  home.  Hildy  and  me  had 
some  heartbreakin'  scenes  before  we  said  goodbye,  but  we 
didn't  feel  too  bad  about  it  because  we  decided  for  her  to 
come  to  the  states  as  soon  as  it  could  be  fixed  up.  It  sure 
did  feel  good  to  get  home.  Gee,  the  old  man  and  the  old 
lady  were  so  glad  to  see  me  that  I felt  like  a king.  And 
jeez,  all  the  little  girls  had  growed  up  and  got  mighty  good 
to  look  at  since  I went  away.  Yeah,  they  sure  looked  swell. 

Then  I got  a letter  from  Hildy.  It  said  that  she  was 
coinin'  over.  Well,  that  was  the  deal  we  doped  up  and  1 
figured  it  was  okay.  I tried  rememberin'  back  to  how  she 
looked,  but  after  the  months  that  passed  she  wouldn’t  come 
back  so  clear  in  my  mind.  But  I figgered  everything  was 
okay,  and  that  was  the  deal  we  cooked  up  anyway.  So  I 
wrote  her  okay  and  a few  weeks  later  I got  a letter  savin' 
she'd  be  over  damn  soon.  Then  I got  another  one  sayin’ 
she’d  be  cornin'  in  on  the  plane  the  next  Thursday  mornin' 
and  I should  meet  her. 

So,  comes  Thursday  I took  off  from  work  and  went  to 
the  airport.  Hildy’s  plane  was  cornin’  in  for  a landin'. 

Pretty  soon  the  people  start  filin’  out.  They  keep  cornin' 
and  cornin’ ; but  I didn’t  see  Hildy.  Then  I seen  a blond 
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head  cornin’  through  the  door;  then  I seen  a fat  face;  then 
I seen  a fat  figger.  I didn't  want  to  see  no  more. 

I started  to  runnin'  like  hell  offa  the  field  and  I seen  Hih 
dy  runnin'  after  me.  I kept  runnin’  and  runnin’.  I didn’t 
stop  until  I shook  Hildy. 

I ended  up  at  the  docks  where  I seen  a ship.  I got 
aboard  the  thing  and  the  first  thing  I knowed  she  started 
movin'.  She  was  goin'  south  — down  to  Caracas.  When 
I got  to  Caracas  I wrote  a letter  to  the  old  lady  tellin’  her 
to  give  Hilc^y  the  money  I saved  up  and  send  her  back  to 
the  old  country.  About  two  weeks  later  I got  a answer 
which  said  that  Hildy  was  gonna  get  a job  and  wait  until 
I came  home.  Well,  I trekked  off  into  the  forest  and  you 
fellas  found  me. 

So,  Glug-Glug,  now  you  know  the  whole  story  and  I 
don't  want  you  to  think  that  I ain't  got  no  ethics  or  nothin’ ; 
it’s  just  that  I didn't  want  to  be  tied  down  to  somethin’ 
like  that. 

Well,  there  goes  the  drum.  I guess  the  fireworks  is 
gonna  start.  And  I promise  you,  Glug-Glug,  I’m  gonna 
be  a good  son-in-law. 
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AT  MORAVIAN 

by  Frederick  Villa 


Harris  and  Cornog  tell  me,  “Go 
over  to  Moravian  College  for  Wo- 
men, spend  the  whole  day  there  and 
write  it  up  and  give  us  the  word  on 
what  goes  and  what  it’s  like  over 
there. 

“Look,  I say,  “in  the  first  place 
maybe  my  wife  she  won’t  like  the 
idea.  She  might  not  even  let  me  go. 
In  the  second  place  maybe  they  won’t 
like  the  idea,  especially  ever  since 
those  oafs  they  bust  in  there  during 
the  parade  before  the  Lafayette  game 
and  wreck  the  joint.  If  I walk  in 
there  and  speak  my  piece  they  will 
probably  just  holler  for  the  gen- 
darmes and  after  they  give  me  the 
merry  heave  ho  out  onto  the  con- 
crete that  will  be  that.” 

“Think  it  over,”  they  say,  “figure 
an  angle.” 

Angles.  That’s  the  word.  Every- 
things  got  to  have  an  angle.  Nothing 
is  simple. 

When  I get  home  and  tell  my  ever 
loving  ball  and  chain  the  deal  she 
merely  laughs. 

“After  it  takes  me  five  years  to 
throw  a rope  on  you,  I should  worry 
about  a thing  like  that,”  she  says. 
“Besides  it  might  cheer  you  up  and  I 
am  tired  of  watching  you  come  in  and 
kick  the  cat  and  then  crawl  growling 
under  the  couch  so  the  babies  will 
not  be  able  to  find  you.” 

“Well,”  I say,  “it’s  an  idea.  Be- 
sides, ever  since  my  sister  graduates 
from  Vassar  and  points  North  I’ve 
been  curious  to  find  out  just  what 
goes  in  them  femme  factories.  My  old 
man  in  even  more  curious  than  me, 
seeing  as  howr  he  is  tired  of  staring 
at  check  stubs  and  shelling  ou  the 
long  green.” 

Since  it  is  OK  with  my  hag  I con- 
tinue to  try  to  dream  up  an  angle  and 
finally  I have  one  that  is  halfway 
good,  maybe. 


If  I go  to  see  their  Dean  she  will 
merely  scream  “copper”  so  then, 
playing  this  angle  over  on  my  piano- 
la, I think  it  might  be  better  to  try 
and  work  through  their  public  rela- 
tions crowd,  and  then  I even  have  a 
better  one,  so  I go  to  our  Admin- 
istration building  and  talk  our  boys 
in  our  public  relations  crowd  into 
carying  the  ball  part  of  the  way  for 
me. 

So  Bob  Herrick  gives  the  Mora- 
vian mob  the  Ameche  and  he  says  to 
me  that  it  looks  pretty  good  only  first 
I should  go  over  there  as  they  want 
a look  at  me  to  see  if  I will  maybe 
bite  or  breathe  fire  or  something. 

So  I go  over  there  to  the  office  and 
I have  a little  chit  chat  with  this  lady. 
Her  name  is  Mrs.  Lane  and  she  is 
very  nice  and  polite  and  does  not 
even  consider  calling  for  the  bulls  to 


haul  me  away,  only  she  says  there  is 
a gimmick  yet  and  it  is  OK  wfith  her 
only  she  has  to  buck  this  up  to  the 
Prexy  to  make  sure  it’s  square  and 
that  there  will  be  no  phonus  balonus 
later  on. 

A day  or  so  later  I phone  and  Mrs. 
Lane  tells  me  the  gimmick  is  set  and 
she  will  have  some  of  the  sports 
show  me  around  and  we  rig  the  deal 

With  much  fear  and  anxiety  I go 
over  bright  and  early  Thursday  mor- 
ning. I go  in  the  office  and  Mrs.  Lane 
introduces  me  to  this  blond.  Her 
name  is  Nancy  Rathbun  and  she  will 
ride  herd  on  me.  Everybody  in  the 
joint  was  warned  and  they  are  all 
ready  and  w'aiting. 

The  first  class  we  hit  is  this  Short- 
hand outfit  which  is  run  by  Miss 
Shirley  Goss,  so  we  wend  our  way 
dow  n the  hall.  As  we  are  going  along, 
suddenly  a door  opens  and  a bat- 
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talion  of  little  people  about  two  feet 
feat  high  come  parading  out.  Already 
my  nerves  are  shot,  so  screaming,  1 
try  to  climb  the  wall  and  a merry 
time  is  had  by  all  the  girls  around  as 
they  are  amused.  Finally  they  per- 
suade me  to  come  down  which  I do. 
I knew  they  had  the  college  and  the 

Who  can  forget  the  haven  of 
heavenly  houris  across  the  river? 
And  what  alumnus  can  be  so  hy- 
pocritical as  to  forget  his  under- 
graduate dreams  of  sometime 
getting  there?  Well,  here’s  one 
man  who  did  get  in  there. 


seminary,  but  I did  not  figure  there 
would  also  be  the  whole  works  from 
kindergarten  up. 

This  shorthand  is  for  the  cookies 
who  are  taking  the  business  course 
and  as  I do  not  know  anything  about 
shorthand  I do  not  worry. 

They  let  me  have  a hook  and  I 
glance  through  it  but  it  looks  like 
nothing  I ever  see  before,  except  may- 
be my  own  handwriting.  While  I am 
thumbing  through  this  book  the  janes 
are  dictating  and  transposing  and 
what  not  and  these  letters  tell  all 
about  guys  which  bought  insurance 
and  something  is  wrong  and  they  are 
writing  the  company  and  hollering 
“You  phony  chiselers  how  come  you 
pull  this  low-down  stunt,"  and  an- 
other guy  is  crying  into  his  dicta- 
phone because  he  sends  a sawbuck 
out  last  spring  for  some  flower  seeds 
and  here  it  is  winter  and  what  goes 
anyway.  I suppose  it  is  all  right,  al- 
though I wonder  why  this  guy  Greeg 
who  invents  this  screwy  writing  does 
not  at  least  make  the  examples  a little 
more  interesting. 

However,  I find  this  environment 
all  very  pleasant  and  I am  making 
comparisons  between  this  outfit  and 
my  dear  old  rolling  mill  across  the 
river  and  I will  leave  you  to  guess 
which  place  it  is  which  suffers  by 
comparison. 

When  the  class  is  over  Miss  Rath- 
bun  picks  up  again  and  says  that  she 
and  all  her  friends  have  been  trying 
to  figure  out  where  they  should  dump 


Villa  Desires  A Light  . . . 

me  n3xt  and  the  little  fiends  decide 
that  the  ideal  place  is  the  gym  as 
there  is  a big,  red-hot  volley  ball 
brawl  going  which  I shouldn’t  miss. 

This  also  makes  me  jumpy,  as  I 
have  never  in  my  life  been  inside  a 
girl’s  gym  and  when  Miss  Rathbun 
tells  me  this  my  face  makes  like  the 
Strontium  lines  in  a spectroscope  and 
goes  crimson,  but  by  hard  struggling 
I calm  down  and  do  not  fly  up  to  the 
ceiling. 

There’s  more  to  this  yet,  as  I find 
out  when  we  get  to  the  gym.  It  seems 
the  only  way  to  get  into  the  place  is 
through  the  locker  room  and  it  takes 
a lot  of  tactful  patrolling  and  ad- 
vanced scouting  before  the  girls  can 
smuggle  me  through  there,  but  finally 
I get  down  there  and  watch  the  fun. 
which  is  not  hard  to  watch  at  all. 

I am  thinking  to  myself  if  Bart  had 
a gym  set  up  like  this  everyone  in 
Lehigh  would  be  down  there  fighting 
to  get  in.  and  I begin  thinking  of 
three  thousand  guys  milling  around 
Taylor  while  Bart  is  hanging  on  to 
the  beams  because  there  is  no  room 
for  him  to  stand. 

Meanwhile,  the  volley  ball  game  is 


underway  and  there  is  a lot  of  merry 
hollering  and  screaming  and  two  girls 
which  are  serving  manage  to  heave 
the  ball  right  through  the  baskets  at 
the  opposite  end  of  the  court.  There 
is  so  much  screaming  I have  difficulty 
hearing  myself  think  and  I wonder 
how  it  is  that  when  a bunch  of  babes 
get  together  for  any  kind  of  a game 
they  always  make  so  much  noise. 
Then  the  whistle  blows  and  the  game 
is  over  and  although  I do  not  know 
which  side  wins,  everybody  else  does 
and  everybody  is  happy,  so  they 
smuggle  r:e  out  through  the  locker 
room  again  did  I wait  out  in  the  hall 
where  I am  picked  up  by  another 
girl.  Her  name  is  Miss  Jean  Buss  and 
she  is  going  to  show  me  around  some 
more,  so  we  take  off  and  she  shows 
me  all  over  the  building  and  I see  the 
two  lounges  they  have,  one  where 
they  can  smoke  and  one  where  they 
can’t.  We  go  down  to  the  cellar  where 
it  seems  there  is  a tunnel  which  goes 
over  to  the  Hotel  Bethlehem  where 
they  used  to  hide  ammo  during  the 
Revolution  when  George  and  his  mob 

(continued  on  page  21) 
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An  Experience  With  Dogs 

by  Bill  Kanenson 


Do  not  misunderstand  me.  I have 
always  liked  animals,  particularly  dogs. 
However,  since  my  arrival  at  Lehigh, 
my  faith  in  animal  nature  has  been 
considerably  shattered.  The  campus 
canines  somehow  do  not  seem  to  share 
my  reciprocal  love  policy'. 

As  I was  laboring  up  the  mountain 
(for  I was  still  a novice,  and  as  such 
had  not  yet  perfected  that  forward 
slant  which  all  Lehigh  students  de- 
velop, with  the  exception  of  business 
men)  something  chanced  across  my 
path.  As  dogs  go  it  was  not  much, 
being  small,  undernourished  and,  by 
its  appearance,  representing  in  its 


amalgamated  self  at  least  seven  dif- 
ferent breeds.  However,  this  some- 
what dubious  iineage  did  not  appear 
to  have  a depressing  effect  upon  the 
hound,  for  he  (or  she — I didn’t  par- 
ticularly notice)  was  frisking  along, 
stopping  at  trees  and  posts,  and  gener- 
ally having  one  hell  of  a time. 

My  heart  swelled  within  me.  Here 
was  one  of  nature’s  own  creatures, 
completely  unspoiled  by  the  sophisti- 
cation and  veneer  of  civilization.  Shift- 
ing my  alpenstick  to  my  left  hand,  I 
stopped  down  to  its  head. 

"My,  my  aren’t  we  a nice  doggy,” 
I murmured.  "We"  must  have  mis- 
understood, for  he  snapped  at  my  car- 
essing hand.  Fido  glared  at  me  angrily, 
and  I backed  away,  smiling,  nervously. 
This  battle  of  wills  lasted  until  I reach- 
ed the  comparative  safety  of  the  library' 
steps,  leaving  Fido  to  survey  calmly 
the  victorious  field  of  battle. 


The  zoology  department  to  the  con- 
trary, I have  reached  the  conclusion 
that  a large  portion  of  the  world’s  pop- 
ulation of  the  phylum  Mammalia, 
genus  Canis,  has  taken  up  residence  on 
the  Lehigh  campus.  This  statement  I 
can  substantiate  by  the  sworn  affidavits 
of  many  of  my  fellow  students,  who 
have  been  surrounded  by  packs  of  dogs 
that  wander  about  the  campus  appar- 
ently aimlessly,  and  then,  with  a dia- 
bolical cry,  dash  upon  a helpless  stu- 
dent, encircle  him,  and  leave  him  only 
when  they  have  tripped  him  up  so 
thoroughly  that  he  is  lying  flat  on  the 
ground,  inveighing  the  wrath  of  the 
powers  that  be  upon  the  entire  canine 
population  of  the  city  of  Bethlehem. 

Thus  far,  we  have  covered  two  of 
the  types  of  campus  canines — the 
"What  the  hell  are  you  doing  on  this 
hyar  campus?  It’s  mine”  type,  and  the 
Get  him,  guys,  the  poor  sucker’s  all 
alone”  species.  But  they  are  as  nothing 
compared  with  the  pure  hellishness  of 
the  canine  known  as  the  "kill  ’em  with 
love — it’s  as  good  as  any  other  way” 
type. 

Of  this  type  I speak  with  an  all  too 
personal  experience,  for  as  I shall  tell 
my  grandchildren.  "That  is  why,  child- 
ren, that  Grandpaw  heads  for  the  near- 
est tree  whenever  he  sees  a dog.” 

It  happened  near  the  scene  of  my 
first  encounter  with  the  more  vicious 
kind  of  campus  creature.  I had  by  this 
time  almost  completely  recovered  from 
the  first  episode,  and  thus  was  walking 
quite  openly  along  the  pavement,  for 
I had  convinced  myself  that  it  was 
really  quite  senseless  to  continue  slink- 
ing from  tree  to  tree,  my  eyes  con- 
tinually scanning  the  vicinity  for  any- 
thing even  remotely  resembling  a 
small,  carnivorous  mammal.  (I  no 


doubt  shocked  several  people  by  scut-  l 
tling  up  a nearby  tree  at  the  distant  ) 
sight  of  a short  student!) 

Well,  as  I was  saying,  the  greatest 
mistake  I ever  made  was  walking  along  | 
that  open  path,  which  had  not  one  | 
good-sized  tree  nearby.  There  it  hap-  | 
pened.  Galloping  toward  me  was  with-  | 
out  a doubt  the  most  tremendous  dog  ■ 
I have  ever  had  the  misfortune  to  lay  • 
eyes  upon.  I was  convinced  at  the  mo- 
ment (for  that  matter  I still  am)  that 
his  ancestry  was  centered  mostly  in  the 
Perchereon  class  of  draft  animals.  He 
lumbered  down  upon  me  with  a leering 
smile  upon  his  face  and  dangling 
tongue  drooling  saliva.  Obviously,  his 
attentions  were  directed  toward  me 
alone,  and  I awaited  his  advance  with 
pertified  horror.  Just  then  an  erstwhile 
friend,  seeing  the  dog  and  me  eyeing 


each  other  suspiciously  (at  least  he  was 
suspicious ; I was  making  a mental  note 
for  my  last  will  and  testament),  called 
to  me:  "Hey!  That’s  Tiny.  He  would’t 
hurt  a flea!"  I was  a bit  dubious  about 
this  encouraging  remark,  for  I was  not 
aware  of  my  resemblance  to  a flea,  but 
at  the  moment  I was  unable  to  answer 
him,  for  Tiny  meanwhile  had  placed 
his  forepaws  on  my  shoulders,  and  be- 
fore I could  let  out  even  one  cry  for 
help,  I found  myself  flat  on  my  back 
with  150  pounds  of  dog  looming  over 
me.  A moist  red  tongue  started  at  my 
chin  and  made  a dripping  path  to  the 
center  of  my  forehead.  Then  everything 
went  black.  I awoke,  screaming,  with 
little  people  in  wh  it  e hovering 
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by  Bill  Reehl 


1 know  how  it  feels  to  regard  a 
four-point  average  (or  even  a three- 
point,  for  that  matter  i as  something 
as  hopelessly  idealistic  as  sitting  on 
the  stage  at  the  Lyric.  Realizing  that 
“production  of  any  kind  depends  on 
a system,’’  I made  a series  of  on-the- 
spot  interviews  some  time  ago  to 
determine  the  nature  of  the  System 
for  Getting  Four-Point.  I thought  that 
you  would  be  interested  in  my  find- 
ings and  in  the  sure-fire  method 
which  I eventually  divised  myself,  so 
I am  going  to  tell  the  whole  story 
from  the  beginning. 

“The  trouble  with  you.  Buster,’’  ad- 
vised my  roommate  one  day  last  No- 
vember as  I threw  my  third  twenty- 
under-par  quiz  into  the  wastebasket, 
“is  that  you  don’t  know  how  to  study. 
When  a guy  wears  holes  in  the  pages 
reading  night  after  night  and  then 
pulls  three  forties  in  a row  . . . ' 
He  shook  his  head  and  returned  to 
the  copy  of  Esquire  spread  before 


him  on  the  bed.  “Maybe  I ought  to 
see  my  dentist,  ” I suggested,  with  a 
hint  of  bitterness.  “Maybe  that’s  it,” 
came  the  preoccupied  reply,  rather 
unconvincingly.  “You  ought  to  see 
somebody.” 

“By  gosh,”  I though  to  myself,  “I 
ought  to  see  somebody.  There  must  be 
something  wrong  somewhere.  I loathe 
that  feeling  I get  every  time  I take  a 
quiz.  It’s  like  jumping  into  a swim- 
ming pool  and  suddenly  discovering 
that  there’s  no  water  in  it.”  Mentally 
riffling  through  my  Index  of  Learned 
Responses,  I stumbled  across  the  old 
chestnut,  “When  in  doubt,  seek  the 
advice  of  experts.” 

“It  wouldn’t  hurt  to  try  it,  I 
mused.  “I  think  I’ll  visit  around  to 
a few  of  these  bright  lights  in  the 
scholastic  world  and  get  some  techni- 
cal advice.” 

Gathering  up  two  well-sharpened 
pencils  and  a clip  board,  I dashed  out 
into  the  hall  and  down  the  dorm  steps, 
colliding  violently  with  Upton  Q.  Up- 
ton, president  for  the  fourth  straight 
year  of  Tau  Beta  Pi,  Sigma  Xi  and 
Phi  Eta  Sigma.  “Just  the  man  I want 
to  see!  I exclaimed,  and  whipped 
out  my  pencils.  Lpton,  taken  some- 
what aback,  brushed  himself  off  and 
pulled  a pair  of  glasses  from  his 


breast  pocket.  “I’m  making  an  analy- 
sis of  study  habit.  Uptori  (you  don’t 
mind  my  calling  you  i Upton,  do 
you?  ) and  I'd  like  to  kfidw  what  you 
consider  to  be  the  first  prerequisite 
for  getting  the  most  out  of  studying.” 
Upton  folded  his  glassed  and  returned 
them  to  his  pocket. 

“Brains,”  he  replied  with  a shrug, 
and  turned  up  the  stairs. 

“Well,”  I reasoned  grimly  as  I 

Every  graduate  remembers 
some  slimy  4.0  man.  The  four-oh 
man  was  the  guy  who  always 
came  out  on  top  in  every  quiz, 
and  kept  his  arm  in  front  of  his 
answer  sheet  when  you  sat  next 
to  him.  Here,  at  last,  is  the  re- 
vealing inside  story  on  how  these 
characters  operate. 

headed  toward  Richards  House, 
“there  must  be  some  other  way.  He 
didn’t  have  to  look  at  me  like  that, 
either.  Lots  of  intelligent  people  have 
pointed  heads.  Let  s see  now — 
where’ll  I go?” 

Heading  down  the  hall,  I noticed 
a door  absolutely  devoid  of  signs, 
cartoons,  pictures  or  decorations  of 
any  sort.  In  here,  I knew,  must  dwell 
an  unusual  character,  a true  scholar 
devoted  to  his  studies.  Entering,  I 
found  a short  dark-haired  fellow 
reading,  so  engrossed  in  his  book 
that  he  had  not  even  bothered  to  dress 
himself  properly.  This  was  it — now  I 
would  learn  the  secret  of  concentra- 
tion. I stepped  up  to  him  and  tapped 
him  on  the  shoulder.  "Pardon  me. 

I said.  “I’m — ” The  boy  straightened 
up  with  a look  of  annoyance.  “This 
stall’s  occupied,  you  simp,”  he  inter- 
rupted testily.  I decided  that  perhaps 
I had  better  come  back  another  time 
when  he  was  not  in  such  a nasty  mood 
and  left  the  room  quickly.  You  have 
to  know  when  to  leave  these  four- 
point  men  alone. 


The  Shrolu  System 


lehigh  GOBLET  - 


page  fifteen 


But  there  was  one  boy  1 wanted  to 
be  sure  to  see — that  guy  they  all  call- 
ed “Shrewdie.”  Racing  over  to  Drink- 
er House,  I gashed  up  three  flights  of 
stairs  and  located  the  right  room. 

Lew  “Shrewd  Louie”  Shrdlu  was 
leaning  badk1  in  his  chair  against  the 
wall  reading  a copy  of  Film  Cuties 
while  a phonograph  on  his  desk  slow- 
ly digested'  a stack  of  new  records. 
“My  name’^  Reehl,”  I said  as  I en- 
tered. “I’m  making  a survey  of  study 
habits  and  I hear  you  have  a new 
angle  on  the  situation.”  Shrdlu,  his 
eyes  glued  to  the  magazine,  pointed 
vaguely  over  his  left  shoulder. 


“They’re  over  there,”  he  mumbled; 
“but  remember.  I’m  gettin’  a patent.” 
Following  his  finger  I spotted  a num- 
ber of  large  manila  envelopes  con- 
taining discs  for  home  recordings. 
The  one  on  top  was  labeled  “G-7, 
VOCAB  for  3rd  6 wks.”  I slipped  it 
out  of  the  envelope  and  interrupted  a 
torrid  rendition  of  Spaghetti  Boogie 
to  get  an  idea  of  what  “G-7  VOCAG” 
sounded  like.  It  was  Shrewd  Louie’s 
gutteral  monotone:  “Angfangen,  be- 
gin or  commence,  angfangen,  angfing, 
angefangen  . . . der  Augenblick,  mo- 
ment . . . bedeuten,  mean  or  signify 
. . . ” I lifted  the  pickup  and  started 


from  the  beginning  again,  hoping  to 
find  an  introduction.  There  was  none. 
"I  don  t get  it,  Louie,”  I confess- 
ed. “Unless,”  glancing  at  his  maga- 
zine, “you  can’t  read  anything  but 
pictures.” 

Shrdlu  flipped"  a page  and  mashed 
out  his  cigarette.  “Your  reflexes  must 
be  slow,  chum.  Look  under  the  pillow 
on  the  lower  bunk.”  I crossed  over  to 
the  bed  and  looked.  There  was  one 
of  those  flat  little  speaker  attachments 
connected  to  the  phonograph — the 
kind  they  use  in  hospitals  so  patients 
can  listen  in  bed  without  bothering 
anyone  else.  “So  you  listen  to  your 


lesson  in  bed— I still  don’t  get  it. 
Suppose  you  fall  asleep?” 

Louie  stared  hard  at  the  last  page 
of  Film  Cuties,  removed  it  carefully 
and  stuck  it  in  his  file  cabinet  under 
Sex.  “Ahhhh — that  is  the  secret  of  the 
Shrdlu  System,”  he  smiled  craftily. 
“I  got  the  idea  from  Aldous  Huxley 
— ‘Brave  New  World’ — maybe  you 
read  it.  I set  the  vie  to  replay  that 
record  all  night  long,  and  next  mor- 
ning when  I wake  up  it’s  all  in  here,” 
he  tapped  his  forehead.  “Still  got  a 
couple  of  bugs  to  be  ironed  out,  he 
admitted.  “One  night  the  pickup  got 
stuck  and  the  only  word  I knew  Tor 


the  tests  was  ’das  Zimmer.’  1 had 
nightmares  about  guys  named  Zim- 
mer for  a week.  Also  got  to  get  out 
of  the  habit  of  sleeping  on  my  back.” 
Well,  keep  at  it,  Shrewdie — I 
think  you’ve  got  something,”  1 said 
and  backed  out  the  door.  “Thanks 
for  the  revelation.” 

“That’s  okay,  Zim — uh,  Reehl,” 
was  the  reply,  garbled  somewhat  by 
the  opening  blasts  of  Spaghetti  Boog- 
ie. 

“The  Shrdlu  system  is  too  compli- 
cated, I mused.  “Besides,  I couldn’t 
sleep  with  that  darned  thing  talking 
away  under  my  pillow  all  night. 
There  must  be  an  easier  way.  1 won- 
der how  those  guys  in  the  organic 
chemistry  class  remember  all  those 
formulas  and  stuff?  1 bet  there’s  a 
system  to  be  found  some  where  there 

I hot-footed  it  down  to  the  chem 
building  to  the  lecture  room  where 
the  results  of  the  hour  quizzes  were 
posted.  “Leave  us  see  who  the  brains 
are,  and  why,”  I decided.  On  a level 
with  a round  100  appeared  the  name 
of  one  Bovril,  Somerset  O . . . I 
couldn’t  believe  my  eyes.  “Sot  Bovril 
got  a hundred!  That  character  spends 
so  much  time  at  the  New  Merchant 
Saloon  everyone  thinks  he’s  the  Mer- 
chant. That  guy’s  got  a system,  or  I’m 
a monkey’s  mother-in-law.  ” 

One  minute  later  I pushed  into  the 
New  Merchant  and  spied  Bovril  mak- 
ing Ballentine  trademarks  on  the  bar. 
He  looked  up  as  I entered  and  waved 
his  eyebrows  in  recognition.  “Hi, 
Sot,”  I said  and  ordered  a beer.  “I 
see  you  creamed  the  organic  quiz.  He 
gestured  with  his  free  hand  as  though 
thumbing  a ride.  “Easiest  thing  in 
the  worl’  ”,  he  agreed,  a little  thickly. 
I held  my  breath,  leaned  closer  and 
smiled.  “Look,  ah  . . . pal  . . . not 
that  I want  to  be  nosey,  you  under- 
stand— but  just  how  do  you  manage 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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What!  In  Our  House 

or 

THE  ALCOHOLISM  OF  LADY  MACBETH 

A Treatise  by  DR.  CARL  F.  ST  RAUCH 


I used  to  regard  Macbeth  as  a tra- 
gedy of  poetic  justice  in  which  a vil- 
lian  who  has  killed  his  king  gets,  in 
the  end,  his  just  deserts.  Coleridge, 
Lamb,  the  late  Professor  Kittredge, 
and  theatrical  reviewers  have  so  in- 
terpreted the  play.  In  1944,  however, 
I saw  Maurice  Evans’  production,  and 
I came  away  with  the  shocked  feeling 
that  I also  had  been  wrong.  Mean- 
while. having  "thought  it  thoroughly 
over,”  as  Emerson  says,  I am  at  last 
convinced  that  the  evil  drink  is  the 
central  problem  and  that  the  play 
is  a vigorous  preachment  against 
drunkenness.  In  paying  too  much 
attention  to  the  few'  murders  that 
seriously  impede  the  action,  every- 
body has  missed  the  real  point — Lady 
Macbeth’s  difficulties  with  the  temper- 
ance question.  It  can  be  quite  easily 
demonstrated  that  Lady  Macbeth 
was  a confirmed  drunkard  of  the  most 
pronounced  type. 

Let  us  examine  the  first  piece  of 
evidence  which  reveals  her  inebriate 
detestation  of  ordinary  liquids.  In 
Act  I she  says  of  her  absent  lord  and 
master’s  nature,  “It  is  too  full  o’ 
the  milk  of  human  kindness.”  Several 
lines  later  she  makes  unashamed  ref- 
erence to  her  addiction  to  hard 
liquor:  “Hie  thee  hither,  that  I may 
pour  my  spirits  in  thine  ear.”  This 
passage  is  absurd  as  it  reads,  but  the 
text  of  the  play  is  probably  corrupt. 
It  is  apparent,  however,  that  Lady 
Macbeth  is  anxious  for  her  husband 
to  return  from  battle  and  join  her  in 
a drinking  bout.  I should  emend 
“ear”  to  read  “drinking  cup”  or 
some  fitting  word.  It  is  also  possible 


that  “ear”  should  be  “bear”  (an 
ancient  spelling  of  beer),  the  b hav- 
ing been  lost;  if  so,  we  then  havt 
singularly  strong  proof  that  the  de- 
praved woman,  by  spiking  her  hus- 
band’s innocuous  beer,  wished  to  de- 
grade him  as  she  had  degraded  her- 
self. 

We  now1  have  a convincing  por- 
trait of  the  woman:  she  absolutely 
loathes  the  cheerfully  temperate 
drinks  supplied  by  nature’s  brooks 
and  cows,  and  she  is  consumed  by  an 
obdurate  passion  for  hard  liquor. 

Nobody  gets  through  Lehigh 
without  reading  Shakespeare. 
But  every  man  before  he  grad- 
uates should  have  his  eyes  open- 
ed by  the  tongue-in-cheek  schol- 
arly findings  of  Dr.  Strauch. 

This  story  will  reveal  hitherto 
unsuspected  depths  in  the  great 
work  of  the  Bard  of  Avon. 

In  Act  II,  while  Macbeth  is  mur- 
dering Duncan,  we  may  note  the  effect 
of  drink  on  Lady  Macbeth.  She  con- 
* fesses  it  has  made  her  bold.  She  is 
put  on  fire.  Her  perceptions  are  al- 
together enormously  enlarged.  Her 
nervous  system  is  working  overtime. 
In  short,  she  has  rung  the  bell.  Note 
that  Macbeth  says  to  a servant,  “Go 
bid  thy  mistress,  when  my  drink  is 
ready  she  strike  upon  the  bell.”  She 
hears  an  owl  and  crickets.  She  sees 
double,  for  she  says,  "There  are  two 
lodg’d  together.”  Thinking  of  her 
excessive  potations,  she  exclaims,  “It 
will  make  us  mad!”  She  is  so  befud- 
dled that  she  includes  Macbeth, 
strictly  a harmless  beer-drinker,  in 
her  furious  orgy.  We  cannot  other- 
wise interpret  “us”  unless  we  concede 


that  it  might  be  the  objective  case  of 
the  royal  plural  “we”.  It  is  more  con- 
vincing, however,  to  think  of  “us”  as 
an  indication  of  her  confusion,  for 
she  continues  confused  throughout 
the  rest  of  the  play.  In  the  same 
scene  which  we  have  been  examining 
she  mentions  devils,  a sure  sign  of 
delirium  tremens.  She  also  refers 
twice  to  water,  and  the  careful  reader 
will  conclude  that  she  stands  very 
much  in  need  of  a chaser. 

Confusion  is  the  strongest  symptom 
of  the  advanced  alcoholism  of  Lady 
Macbeth.  At  dawn  after  sleep,  which 
would  normally  refresh  a person, 
she  resumes  her  confused  existence. 
She  appears  before  Macduff  in  a 
nightgown.  He  politely  overlooks  the 
depraved  condition  of  this  now  com- 
pletely abandoned  woman.  When  the 
murder  of  Duncan  is  announced  she 
further  demonstrates  her  confusion  by 
asking,  “What!  in  our  house?” 

We  have  now  assembled  enough 
references  to  the  effect  that  spirits 
had  upon  Lady  Macbeth.  There  will 
be  general  agreement.  I am  confident, 
that  a drink  which  could  produce  such 
horrible  results  must  have  been  po- 
tent. And  so  when  Shakespeare  has 
Lady  Macbeth  say,  “That  which  hath 
made  them  drunk  hath  made  me 
bold,”  we  should  exercise  a weighty 
skepticism.  She  is  referring  to  Dun- 
can’s guards  whom  she  has  plied  with 
“wine  and  wassail.  The  NED  in- 
forms us  that  wassail  is  a mixture  of 
wine  and  ale.  Now7,  beer  ale,  and 
wine  are  social  drinks,  promoting 
compatibility  and  gaity  up  to  a cer- 
tain point,  but  leading  eventually  to 
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great  torpor  and  marked  stupidity. 
They  could  hardly  be  said  to  lead 
to  Lady  Macbeth’s  spirited  degrada- 
tion. How  did  wine  and  wassail  af- 
fect the  guards?  They  fell  into  a dull, 
deep,  stupid,  snoring  slumber. 

The  naive  and  confiding  amateur 
may,  against  all  reasonable  evidience, 
wish  to  keep  his  faith  in  Shakes- 
peare’s word.  But  people  should  not 
be  taken  in  so  easily  by  Shakespeare. 
Everybody  should  be  told  what  a sly 
dog  he  is.  He  will  put  down  what 
looks  like  a sure  enough  hint,  the 
truth  itself,  but  you  can  never  trust 
the  rascal.  The  first  rule  in  under- 
standing Shakespeare  is  hardly  ever 
to  believe  what  he  says.  The  properly 
suspicious  investigator  will  put  the 
wine  and  wassail  to  one  side  ( (within 


easy  reach,  of  course)  and  observe 
the  symptoms.  Judging  fiy  the  after- 
effects, I am  certain  that  Lady  Mac- 
beth gave  the  guards  wine  and  was- 
sail, even  though  Shakespeare  says 
she  did.  But  she  herself  took  some- 
thing else,  which  could  be  wassail 
only  in  the  liberal  sense  of  being  a 
mixed  drink.  It  certainly  was  no  dic- 
tionary-wassail. As  we  shrewdly  sus- 
pected at  the  very  beginning,  hard 
liquor  was  the  only  drink  that  could 
have  produced  the  symptoms  we  have 
noted  and  that  could  finally  send 
Lady  Macbeth  reeling  into  the  care 
of  a doctor  in  Act  V. 

At  this  point  I shall  firmly  estab- 
lish my  argument  upon  scientific  fact. 
“Certain  definite  diseases — .”  ob- 
serves the  late  Professor  Logan 
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Clendenning  in  his  The  Human  Body, 
, “cirrhosis  of  the  liver  and  a form  of 
neuritis  or  degeneration  of  the  nerves 
— have  been  associated  with  it  (al- 
cohol). They  are,  however,  rather 
rare  diseases  and,  in  fact,  usually 
met  with  only  in  large  hospitals  . . 
With  this  authoritative  pronounce- 
ment we  may  be  sure  that  at  last  the 
symptoms  displayed  by  Lady  Mac- 
beth have,  as  Shakespeare  said  in 
another  connectioh,  “a  local  habita- 
tion and  a name”— neuritis,  and,  in- 
deed, our  absolute  confidence  on  this 
score  is  further  buttressed  by  Pro- 
fessor Clendenning’s  profoundly  sig- 
nificant statement  that  these  rare  al- 
coholic diseases  are  met  with  only  in 
large  public  hospitals.  Where  do 
scenes  1,  3,  and  5 of  Act  V take 

(Continued  on  page  27) 
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by  El.  Cornog 


Will  the  picture  be  liked?  That’s 
still  any  movie  manager’s  big  worry 
when  he’s  looking  for  a main  attrac- 
tion. As  given  to  the  Goblet  by  the 
managers  of  the  six  theatres  in  town, 
here's  the  dope  on  what  you  Brown 
and  White  guys,  Bethlehemites,  and 
other  distinctive  intellectuals  like  in 
movie  shows. 

Shapely  girls,  action,  and  gags  are 
what  brings  ’em  in.  The  Crosby- 
Hope  type  of  comedy  is  the  big  draw 
while  the  sexed-up  murder  mysteries 
grab  second  money.  Musicals  and 
westerns  trail  behind  with  straight 
drama  a la  Betty  Davis  running  away 
way  back. 

Generally  speaking.  Bethlehem 
movie  addicts  can  be  grouped  into 
three  catagories.  First  is  the  Lehigh 
crowd.  Local  managers  find  that  you 
eagers  usually  catch  the  first  show 
in  the  evening.  The  reason’s  obvious; 
Lehigh  guys  are  so  wrapped  up  in 
their  studies  they  can’t  wait  to  scat 
back  to  the  dorms  and  frats  to  again 
experience  the  “inestiamable  joy” 
(by  courtersy  of  Prof.  Willard,  Geol- 
ogy Dept.)  of  frolicking  through 
their  math  and  physics. 

Another  characteristic  of  the  Le- 
high crowd,  and  a nasty  one  too,  is 
the  fact  that  Lehigh  men  laugh  be- 
fore other  people  laugh  in  the  movie. 
Whether  this  indicates  strong  intui- 
tive powers  or  is  merely  a sign  of  ap- 
proaching nervous  break-downs,  the 
managers  are  unable  to  figure  out. 
Any  man  on  campus  who  doubts  his 
own  sanity  is  urged  to  consult  with 
Dr.  Graham  of  the  psychology  de- 
partment . . . you’d  be  surprised  at 
the  mob  of  "geeks”  that  leave  South 
Mountain  this  way;  some  not  till 
graduation. 

Another  thing,  Lehigh  guys  jabber 
too  much  while  watching  a show.  As 


one  manager  put  it,  “You  Lehigh 
fellows  are  inclined  to  make  cracks 
about  every  little  thing  when  you 
come  to  the  movies  with  a group  of 
buddies.” 

But  the  managers  excused  these 
sins  by  frankly  admitting  that  Lehigh 
men  are  generally  their  most  attentive 
and  most  courteous  audience  (with 
a triumphant  sneer  your  reporter  put 
away  his  Luger). 

Second  is  the  kid  crowd  that  troops 
to  the  Saturday  afternoon  free-for-all. 
Snapping  their  bubble  gum,  crunch- 
ing pop-corn  under  their  scuffed-up 
oxfords,  and  hacking  at  the  seats  with 
war  souvenirs  and  scout  knives,  these 
happy  tots  generally  make  up  for  the 
damage  they  would  have  done  if 
they  had  decided  on  paying  a visit  to 
an  old.  abandoned  house  on  the  out- 
skirts of  town. 

The  majority  of  managers  beefed 
most  about  the  whistling  and  scream- 
ing that  the  kids  give  out  with  when 


Lana  Turner  heats  up  the  male  lead 
or  Lamour  bends  over  to  pick  up  a 
Tahiti  coconut. 

The  third  distinct  type  is  the  late 
show  crowd.  By  far  the  quietest  of 
the  three  audiences,  this  gang  is  pre- 
dominately made  up  of  BTO’s  who 
have  lured  some  upsuspecting  fern 
along  in  hopes  of  generating  some 
BTU’s  later  in  the  evening.  Except 
that  some  clinging  twosomes  have  to 
be  told  that  the  show  is  over  for  the 
night,  there  are  absolutely  no  kicks 
about  this  bunch. 

But  will  the  movie  he  liked?  That’s 
still,  and  always  will  he  the  big  ques- 
tion that  causes  movie  managers  to 
dissolve  in  their  prespiration.  Things 
are  getting  still  rougher  because  ma- 
jor film  companies  have  cut  their  pro- 
duction of  pics  by  50%.  To  offset  the 
scarceness  of  new  pics,  Hollywood  is 
now  reissuing  films  that  once  were 
box  office  hits. 

(Continued  on  next  page) 
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But  no  matter  whether  the  pic  is 
new  or  old,  if  it’s  good  people  will 
come  to  see  it.  That’s  how  Bethlehem 
movie  managers  feel  about  it. 

Issuing  films  brings  up  the  grading 
system.  The  usual  grading  is  A,  B, 
and  C.  Betty  Grable,  Lizabeth  Scott, 
M aureen  O’Hara,  and  other  luscious 
Hollywood  galls  who  always  make 
every  picture  they’re  in  a “must’’  for 
frustrated  batehelors  invariably  ap- 
pear in  class  A pics. 

It’s  classed  an  A pic  not  only  be- 
cause these  gals  are  proven  stars,  but 
also  because  of  the  higher  production 
costs  in  every  department.  Grading 
depends  solely  on  the  number  of  stars 
and  cash  spent. 

Bethlehem  managers  get  their  films 
from  the  movie  distribution  centers 
on  Vine  Street  in  Philly.  All  the  ma- 
jor film  companies  have  their  offices 
here.  Managers  contract  for  pics,  but 
actually  have  no  choice  in  the  selec- 
tion of  what  they  must  show.  The  film 
company  merely  assures  the  mana- 
gers that  they  will  get  a picture,  and 
that's  all. 

Contract  deals  with  film  companies 
often  require  a few  rounds  of  flesh — 
the  manager’s  that  is!  Throwing  out 
dull  economics  of  the  deal,  contracts 
usually  boil  down  to  either  giving 
the  film  company  an  outright  rental 
fee  for  the  pic  or  giving  them  a box- 
office  return  on  a sliding  scale  basis. 
In  the  latter  case,  the  film  outfit  takes 
most  of  the  profit  after  a specified 
amount  of  money  has  been  collected. 
The  cut-throat  angles  connected  with 
these  two  systems  is  one  reason  why 
movie  managers  always  look  so  pale 
and  rundown.  The  payroll,  repair 
work,  and  a load  of  bills  are  other 
headaches  that  movie  managers  face. 

Next  time  in  the  movies-whether  at 
the  Lehigh.  Palace,  Globe,  College, 
Nile  or  Boyd,  look  around  after  the 
show1.  If  you  spot  a worried  char- 
acter nonchalantly  chewing  on  the 
lapels  of  his  sport  coat  it’s  sure  to 
be  the  manager.  People  might  have 
more  fun  than  anybody,  but  he’s  a 
movie  manager. 
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took  on  the  Limeys  and  it  seems  now 
all  the  use  it  for  it  is  to  have  Hallo- 
we’een  parties  and  stuff  like  that. 

Then  we  go  outside  and  she  shows 
me  the  campus  and  the  dorms  and 
their  two  sorority  houses  and  she  also 
decides  to  take  me  down  to  this  soda 
joint  called  “Pop's,”  run  by  an  old 
guy  whose  nickname  curiously 
enough  is  Pop,  and  where  you  can 
revel  in  sin  in  the  form  of  Coca  Colas 
and  ice  cream  and  sandwiches  and 
stuff. 

She  also  shows  me  the  Athletic 
Association  hangout  which  is  sort  of 
a rec  room.  They  got  two  ping  pong 
tables  and  in  one  corner  a sack  and 
I think  a set  up  like  this  would  be 
ideal  for  P.  E.  at  Lehigh,  only  I would 
move  out  the  ping  pong  tables  and 
put  in  some  more  sacks  and  then  we 
would  really  have  something,  as  what 
could  be  nicer  than  to  get  yourself 
some  sack  time  and  P.E.  credits  all  to- 
gether at  the  same  time? 

It  comes  up  eleven  o’clock  now, 
and  every  morning  at  eleven  they 
have  a service  in  the  chapel,  so  Jean 
transfers  me  to  Miss  Bobby  Smoke 
who  is  to  steer  me  through  this  part 
of  the  day.  It  seems  the  chapel  is 
compulsory  and  you  can  only  cut  so 
many  times,  which  myself  I would 
consider  annoying.  If  they  ever  pull 
a stunt  like  this  at  the  engineer  fac- 
tory the  guys  would  quietly  tear 
Packer  down,  stone  by  stone,  but  over 
here  they  have  it  and  they  have  to 
attend. 

It  seems  that  this  time  the  hoopla 
is  being  dun  by  the  Spanish  depart- 
ment as  I find  out  that  it  is  Pan- 
American  Sunday,  so  everybody  gets 
the  word  on  our  buddies  down  South 
and  they  have  a quartet  which  sings 
all  the  songs  from  the  South  Ameri- 
can countries  and  it  is  pretty  good 
only  I cannot  latch  onto  the  words 
too  well,  probably  because  they  are 
using  the  Castilian  accent,  and  you 
don’t  hear  that  anywhere  any  more. 
They  end  with  a prayer  and  then  Bob- 
by drags  me  to  the  lounge  where  we 
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grab  a smoke  before  we  go  to  chow. 

The  mess  hall  they  have  is  pretty 
big  and  as  near  as  I can  figure  every- 
body eats  chow  at  school.  The  whole 
crew  is  there,  even  the  little  ones. 
They  all  eat  around  small  tables, 
family  style,  and  the  seniors  sit  at 
the  head  of  the  tables  and  dish  it  out. 

This  is  a fairly  nice  way  to  eat  I 
am  thinking.  It  is  a lot  better  than 
everybody  climbing  over  each  other’s 
frame  to  grab  a bite  and  gulp  it  down 
in  five  minutes  so  you  can  get  back 
to  your  room  and  finish  up  the  lab 
report  which  is  due  at  one  o’clock. 
The  only  thing  is,  it  would  never 
work  in  Ptomaine  Tavern  because 
everybody  would  be  continually  get- 
ting forks  run  through  their  hands. 

We  start  off  with  a good  soup  and 
then  we  have  meat  and  vegetables  and 
everything  else  and  it  is  pretty  good 
too.  They  also  have  coffee  which 
when  I taste  it  turns  out  to  be  real 
coffee,  which  is  a very  pleasant  thing 
to  have  at  lunch  (LAMBERTON 
HALL  PLEASE  COPY). 

While  we  are  eating,  I hear  some 
kids  at  one  of  the  tables  singing  Hap- 
py birthday  to  you  and  it  turns  out 
that  one  of  the  little  ones  there  at 
that  table  it  is  her  birthday  so  she 
gets  to  have  a cake. 

This  gives  somebody  an  idea,  so 
after  that  din  has  died  down  they  all 
start  singing  this  song  which  is  sup- 
posed to  welcome  me  to  the  place 
and  then  when  it  is  over  they  start 
yelling  I should  stand  up  so  they  can 
get  a good  look  at  me,  why,  I don’t 
know.  But  I get  up  and  then  I sit 
down  again  and  while  I am  there 
Mrs.  Lane  comes  around  to  see  if 
everything  is  OK  which  it  is  and  get 
the  deal  set  up  for  the  afternoon. 

They  also  have  another  gimmick 
there.  It  seems  that  nobody  can  take 
off  from  the  table  until  the  seniors 
have  left  and  then  you  have  to  ask 
whoever  it  is  that  is  acting  hostess  if 
you  can  be  excused  and  when  you  get 
the  nod  you  can  take  off.  I suppose 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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some  people  might  figure  a set  up 
like  this  is  chicken,  but  it's  nice  to 
eat  a meal  in  civilized  society  for  a 
change,  and  I don’t  figure  where  a 
little  manners  ever  hurt  anybody. 

After  chow  Bobby  takes  me  up  to 
the  lounge  in  her  dorm  where  they 
are  sitting  around  and  playing  one 
of  them  card  games  where  every- 
thing is  wild.  Since  I only  plav  poker 
1 kibitz  for  a while,  but  I cannot  ex- 
actly figure  out  what  it  is  all  about  so 
I give  up  and  take  a look  at  the 
lounge,  which  is  a rather  nice  look- 
ing room.  They  got  wallpaper  on  the 
walls  and  a rug  on  the  floor,  and  they 
even  got  a little  fireplace.  They  have 
a maple  sofa,  and  a couple  of  maple 
chairs  and  chintz  all  over  them  and 
the  whole  place  looks  very  comfort- 
able indeed.  It  looks  a lot  nicer  than 
the  rooms  in  the  barracks  we  have 
up  on  the  hill. 

While  they  are  fooling  around 
there  they  are  trying  to  think  up 
where  else  they  can  take  me  and  as  it 


seems  they  have  a marriage  course, 
they  figure  that  ought  to  be  almost  as 
good  as  the  gym,  only  one  of  the  girls 
who  has  the  course  says  they  are 
having  a quiz  so  there  would  be  no 
sense  in  going  there  and  I figure  it 
would  be  just  as  well.  If  I did  take 
the  quiz  I would  probably  flunk  it 
anyway  and  how  my  beloved  wife 
would  get  a big  laugh  out  of  that,  so 
then  they  decide  they  have  a course 
in  sociology  with  Dr.  Hotchkiss  which 
is  just  what  the  medic  ordered  so  at 
once  we  go  down  to  sociology. 

I learn  a lot  of  things  there  I never 
learn  before  and  one  thing  that  sticks 
in  my  head  is  how  come  we  wear 
neckties.  It  seems  once  long  ago  in  the 
ETO.  there  is  a bunch  of  guys  roam- 
ing around  wearing  shoulder  shawls. 
As  I understand  it,  a guy  which  is  a 
Croatian  is  just  socially  ruined  if  he 
doesn't  wear  a shoulder  shawl.  Even- 
tually they  start  up  a new  look  and 
cut  down  these  shawls  bit  by  bit  and 
when  the  whole  process  is  over  what 
we  have  left  is  a necktie,  and  I am 


“Say  W hen  ’ 


thinking  I personally  would  like  to 
go  over  to  wherever  these  peasants 
hang  out  and  when  I find  one  or  twro 
Croatians  I will  strangle  them  with 
the  things  and  I knowr  a couple  of 
other  guys,  about  a thousand  or  so, 
who  will  be  glad  to  go  over  and  help 
me. 


WHY 

o 


1.  Because  MOWRER'S  MILK 
is  pasteurized,  clarified  and 
homogenized. 

2.  Because  MOWRER'S  add 
"Vitamin  D"  to  their  Homo- 
genized Milk. 

3.  Because  MOWRER'S  Vita- 
min D Homogenized  Milk  is 
creamy,  full  bodied,  pleas- 
ing to  the  palate  and  nour- 
ishingly  satisfying. 


Phone  7-5804 

for  Delivery  or 
ask  your 
favorite  dealer 


4.  Because  MOWRER'S  Vita- 
min D Homogenized  Milk 
comes  to  you  packaged  as 
you  like  it — in  our  new 
Handi  Square,  space  saving, 
easy  to  handle  glass  con- 
tainer. 

5.  Because  MOWRER'S  Vita- 
min D Homogenized  Milk  is 
an  all  family,  all  purpose  milk 
packaged  and  delivered  for 
your  convenience  in  our 
new  Handi  Square  leak- 
proof  glass  container. 
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\^Tien  the  class  is  over  I wait  out- 
side where  I am  met  by  Miss  Nancy 
Shinier  who  is  going  to  take  me  to 
this  History  of  Music  class  which 
they  got.  By  this  time  I have  had  so 
many  different  girls  tossing  me  back 
and  forth  that  I am  beginning  to 
think  that  maybe  I am  the  football 
in  a triple  lateral  play. 

We  go  up  to  this  music  classroom 
and  sit  down  and  this  prof  comes  in 
and  starts  this  thing  which  it  is  the 
NEW  WORLD  SYMPHONY  by  Dvo- 
rak and  I get  the  word  on  diminished 
fifths  and  minor  thirds  and  augment- 
ed sevenths  and  upper  partials  and  I 
discover  all  these  things  which  I never 
hear  of  before.  All  over  the  place 
people  are  being  sent  and  while  it  is 
pretty,  for  my  money  Dvorak  is  just 
a stupid  peasant  alongside  of  a guy 
who  knew7  his  stuff,  like  Beethoven. 
There  are  a few  Philistines  in  the 
class  and  quite  a bit  of  yak  yak  and 
they  are  eating  candy  and  rattling 
paper  and  what  not. 

However  this  whole  affair  is  rather 
encouraging  as  it  shows  there  are 
still  some  people  who  will  listen  to 
a symphony  without  screaming  and 
I guess  maybe  culture  in  this  country 
has  not  yet  quite  breathed  it’s  last. 

When  it  is  time  to  leave  the  class 
the  prof  who  has  been  suffering  all 
this  noise  says,  “I  suggest  next  time 
you  leave  all  your  noisemakers  out- 
side the  room  before  you  come  in” 
and  then  some  babe  in  the  back  pipes 
up  “Yes,  and  leave  your  boy  friends 
home  too.” 

After  this  music  we  go  to  the  last 
class  of  the  day  which  is  Spanish, 
and  they  are  reading  some  long  story 
by  somebody  or  other.  I get  ahold  of 
a book  and  I run  through  it  at  sight 
and  1 get  an  idea  of  what  it’s  all 
about.  The  name  of  this  true  con- 
fession is  La  Gitanella  and  I do  not 
figure  out  what  they  are  talking  about 
until  I remember  they  are  using  the 
Castilian  and  then  I catch  on  that  is 
the  gypsy.  Then  when  I get  into  the 
yarn,  I figure  that  the  guy  is  a dirty 


crook  and  it’s  nothing  but  a low  down 
steal  for  Prosper  Merrimee’s  novel 
and  Georges  Bizet’s  opera,  Carmen. 

Well,  this  might  give  you  a rough 
idea  of  what  goes  on  at  Moravian 
during  a routine  day,  although  I must 
admit  that  I do  not  have  any  better 
idea  of  what  goes  on  there  when  the 
day  is  over  as  I do  when  the  day  starts 
as  I find  running  around  over  there 
is  quite  exhausting  and  nerve  racking 
and  when  the  day  is  over  I tell  you  I 
do  not  have  any  better  idea  than  when 
it  begins. 


GIRLS 

My  pen  with  words  could  ne  er  unfurl 
A poem  as  lovely  as  a girl; 

Girl  possessing  features  fair 
Who  wears  a flower  in  her  hair. 

To  bring  about  a pretty  lass 
Is  never  taught  in  Physics  class. 

Not  all  may  twirl  a pretty  curl. 

For  only  God  can  make  a girl. 

Jack  Rons  oh  off 


“He  wouldn’t  let  me  chew  Dentyne  Gum  in  the 
office  so  ! got  an  outside  job.” 


“1  walked  out  for  the  right  to  enjoy  all  the  swell- 
tasting  Dentyne  Chewing  Gum  I want,  and  I’ve 
been  walking  on  clouds  ever  since!  Boy,  what  a 
flavor!  And  Dentyne  helps  keep  my  teeth  white, 
too  !” 

Dentyne  Gum  — Made  Only  By  Adams 


BYINGTON'S 
ICE  CREAM  STORE 

Tasty  Sandwiches 
Ice  Cream  Sodas 
Milk  Shakes 

Open  Daily  to  11:30  P.M. 

BROAD  and  CENTER  STREETS 

Dial  6-9322 


Rader's 
Brau  Haus 

— Let  us  cater  to  your 
private  party. 

428  West  Broad  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 
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to  do  it?  Not  once  have  I seen  you 
bring  a book  down  here,  so  when  do 
you  get  a chance  to  study?” 

He  was  silent  for  a moment,  and 
gazed  at  me  obliquely  as  though  de- 
ciding whether  I could  be  trusted  with 
his  secret.  Finally  he  motioned  me 
over  to  a table  out  of  earshot  of  an 
old  codger  with  one  foot  in  the  spi- 
toon.  My  heart  pounded  in  excited 
anticipation.  ‘"It’s  a memory  system,” 
he  began  with  a grunt  as  he  eased  his 
two  hundred  pounds  into  a chair.  “In- 
vented it  myself.  Take  your  name,  for 
instance.  Trippe,  isn  t it?  ...  oh  no, 
no — Reehl.  ReehTs  right,  isn't  it?”  I 
confessed  it  was.  “Tell  you  how  I re- 
member. I pick  out  a word  that 
rhymes  with  Reehl  that  I think  of 
whenever  I see  you.  Your  word  is — 
uh — meal.  You  always  look  like  you 
need  a meal.  See?” 

“Yeah,  Sot — I get  it,”  I addressed 
the  amber  bottom  of  his  upturned 
glass.  But  I don't  see  how  that  helps 
you  in  organic.  How  do  you  remem- 
ber those  names?”  He  thumbed  an- 
other ride  as  he  set  down  his  glass. 

“Well,  that’s  a little  more  compli- 
cated,” he  gulped.  “I'll  showT  you  how 
I remember  the  name  of  the  alcohol 
with  four  carbon  atoms.  Alcohol  and 
four  of  course  remind  me  of  Four 
Roses.  Four  rhymes  with  door,  which 
is  a portal.  Roses  make  me  think  of 
American  Beauty.  So  I combine  Por- 
tal and  Beauty.  What  do  I get? 
Beautal  and  Porty.  I know  sure  as 
hell  there’s  no  ‘porty  alcohol,  so  it 
must  be  Beautal.  And  it  is — butyl  al- 
cohol!” he  exclaimed  triumphantly, 
forgetting  that  he  was  discussing  re- 
stricted information  in  a bar.  “Easiest 
thing  in  the  worl’,”  he  roared  again, 
and  tipped  o\er  his  beer  as  he  was 
about  to  jerk  up  his  thumb.  Ducking 
out  quickly  before  I got  beer  all  over 
my  lap.  I thanked  Bovril  and  turned 
to  leave. 

“Oh,  but  you  haven’t  heard  any- 
thing yet,”  he  laughed.  “Y’wanta 
know  how  I remember  the  boiling 
point  of  isobutyl  chloride?  Y’know 


Vat  69?” 

“Yeah,  yeah,  Sot — I suppose  it 
boils  69  degrees,  huh?  Look — I gotta 
run.”  “That’s  right  as  rain,”  he  called 
as  I pulled  open  the  door.  “I  got  a 
million  of  ’em.  Sorry  you  got  to  leave, 
Burke.  I’ll  see  ya  around.”  I didn’t 
get  the  significance  of  the  “Burke” 
until  I was  halfway  up  the  hill. 

I hadn’t  wanted  to  run  out  on  the 
guy  like  that,  but  I could  see  right 
away  that  I’d  end  up  in  the  alcoholic 
ward  at  Rittersville  trying  to  figure 
out  memory  tricks  for  half  a hundred 
reactions.  Sot’s  method  was  too  com- 
plicated. too.  No.  there  was  really  no 
good  subsitute  for  reading  the  text 
book.  If  there  were  only  some  way 
actually  to  read  all  the  assignments  in 
one’s  courses  ...  It  was  fantastic,  I 
knew,  but  there  had  to  be  some  way. 

Then  there  came  to  me  the  nucleus 
of  the  sensational  discovery  which  is 
now  enabling  me  to  raise  my  average 
at  the  rate  of  half  a point  a month. 
I am  going  to  reveal  the  story  of  its 
development  to  you,  because  it  is 
something  bigger  than  any  man  can 
rightfully  suppress. 

It  was  that  thought  about  Ritters- 
vie  that  got  me  started  on  the  right 
track.  Our  psych  class  goes  over  there 
for  cinica  study  practically  every 
week,  and  we  get  to  see  lots  of  inter- 
esting people.  The  schozophrenics — - 
split  personalities — always  fascinated 
me,  because  I know  something  of  how 
it  feels  to  live  in  two  different 
worlds.  Lots  of  times  I have  found 
myself  contemplating,  say,  the  horti- 
culture of  alligator  pears  when  my 
prof  was  bombarding  my  ears  with 
something  about  a Gibbs-Helmholtz 
Equation.  The  brain  divides  down 
the  middle;  we  have  two  ears,  two 
eyes.  Why  shouldn't  we  be  able  to 
think  about  two  things  at  the  same 
time? 

Then  I found  the  connecting  link — 
in  the  basement  of  Packer  Hall.  I 
happened  to  be  down  there  one  after- 
noon after  a psychology  lab  class  had 
left  and  I noticed  that  they  had  been 
running  that  experiment  on  the  stere- 
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Good  Food  speaks  the  language 
everyone  understands  . . . 
WHERE? 

Clause's  American 
Restaurant 

627  Main  Street 

WHEN? 

11:00  a.m.  - 7:30  p.m.  Daily 


Lew — “Would  you  love  me  just  as 
much  if  I told  you  I just  lost  my 
whole  fortune  and  was  flat  broke?” 

Sue — “You  didn’t  really,  did  you?” 

Lew— “No.” 

Sue — “Certainly  would,  darling!” 


CALL... 

A 

YELLOW  CAB 
7-5856 

RADIO  DIRECTED 

Truck  Rentals  - Car  Rentals 

209  Northampton 


oscope — the  one  where  your  right  eye 
looks  at  on  card  and  your  left  at 
another.  Something  in  my  brain 
clicked  viciously.  With  no  one  in  the 
room  I was  free  to  snatch  one  of  the 
instruments  into  my  arms  and  depart 
unnoticed. 

The  period  of  training  into  which 
I then  entered  was  nothing  short  of 
Spartan;  but  I can  now  say  with 
confidence  that  I have  finally  mas- 
tered the  technique  and  can  demon- 
straete  its  efficacy.  This,  men  of  Le- 
high, is  my  achievement:  Using  the 
steroscopic  viewer,  I am  now  capable 
of  studying  two  entirely  different 
books  at  the  same  time.  While  here- 
tofore students  have  been  using  their 
entire  brains  at  half-capacity  on  one 
subject,  this  device  makes  possible 
full  utilization  of  each  half  of  the 
brain  for  different  subjects.  I hereby 
divulge  to  the  world  the  secret  of  my 
success  and  disclaim  any  profits  re- 
sulting from  its  application.  My  re- 
ward will  come  to  me  in  seeing  the 
use  of  the  stereo-viewer  spread 
through  the  student  ranks  of  the  Uni- 
versity, furthering  the  growth  of 
knowledge  and  bringing  at  last  into 
the  realm  of  possibility  the  reading 
of  all  text  assignments  by  all  students 
for  all  their  courses. 


“I’m  sorry  to  hear  your  mother-in 
law  died.  What  was  the  complaint?” 
“So  far  I haven’t  heard  any.” 


Larry  Paul 

Kelchner  & Roeder 
Inc. 

DRUG  STORE 

Broadway  and  Fourth  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania 


A government  crop  inspector  visit- 
ed a Southern  farm  and  began  ask- 
ing questions. 

“Do  you  people  have  any  trouble 
with  insects  getting  in  your  corn?” 
“We-uns  sure  do!”  said  the  farmer. 
“But  we  jes  fish  ’em  out  and  drink  it 
anyway.” 
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Tl  G HT  SPOTS!®' 

AND  HOW  TO  GET  OUT  OF  ’EM 


The  Life  Saver 
company  is  still 
bugs  enough  to 
give  away  a box 
of  candy  every 
ft  month  to  the  stu- 
dent sending  the 
best  joke  in  to  the 
Goblet  Drown 
Hall,  L.U.  Cam- 
pus. John  Wiesel, 
D-18  Taylor  house, 
is  being  rewarded 
this  month  for  the 
following  piece  of 
calumny: 


Aunt  Jerusha  — 
"Bildad,  do  you 
realize  that  tomor- 
row will  be  the 
twentv-fifth  anni- 
versary of  our 
wedding?’* 

Uncle  Bildad  — 
"Ye  don’t  say  so. 
W hat  about  it?” 


He  proves  he’s  your  Best  Friend  by  lending  you  his 
best  tie,  but  there’s  almost  an  amity  calamity  when 
he  sees  you  with  his  best  girl.  Don’t  pale.  Just  hand 
some  handy  little  Life  Savers  all  around.  There  won’t 
be  tension  worth  a mention.  Delicious! 


STILL  ONLY  5f i 


Aunt  Jerusha  — 
*T  thought  maybe 
we  ought  to  kill 
them  two  Rhode 
island  Red  chick- 
ens.” 

Uncle  Bildad  — 
"How  in  tunket 
kin  you  blame 
them  two  chickens 
for  what  happened 
twenty-five  years 
ago?” 


Moyers 

Mobile  Service 

MOBILGAS  - MOBILOIL 
MOBI  LUBRICATION 

Tires  . . . Batteries 
Accessories 

Car  Washing  - Car  Polishing 

Third  and  Brodhead 

Phone  6-9425 


GOOD  BETWEEN  MEAL 
SNACKS 

— Try  Our  Donuis  — 

KRICKS  BAKERY 

445  ADAMS  STREET 
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Macbeth  . . . 

place?  Once  again  we  have  occasion 
to  correct  the  usually  unreliable 
Shakespeare.  He  says  they  take  place 
in  Dunsinane  Castle;  but  note  in 
these  scenes  the  presence  of  a doctor, 
read  the  reports  made  by  the  nurse 
(gentlewoman)  on  the  progress  of 
the  patient,  read  Macbeth's  pitiable 
plea  to  the  doctor  that  he  save  Lady 
Macbeth,  and  finally  note  in  that  plea 
the  reference  to  an  examination  of  the 
urine  (“cast  the  water  of  my  land”) 
— medical  terminology  which  would 
be  used  only  in  large  public  hospi- 
tals. 

Having  scientifically  secured  our 
argument  against  the  merely  literary 
critics,  we  may  as  scientifically  in- 
vestigate the  hard  liquor  which  Lady 
Macbeth  drank.  There  is  exceedingly 
strong  evidence  that  she  was  not  gone 
on  gin.  We  must  not  forget  that  the 
scene  is  laid  in  Scotland.  Now,  why, 
it  may  be  reasonably  asked,  when 
there  is  a plentiful  supply  of  Scotch 
— why  would  anybody  choose  gin? 

Did  Lady  Macbeth  take  her  Scotch 
neat,  with  a chaser?  Let  us  recall  that 
in  Act  II  she  twice  refers  to  water. 
On  the  other  hand,  she  may  have  pre- 
ferred a mixed  drink.  It  would  be 
most  interesting  to  examine  the  var- 
ious cocktails  which  have  Scotch  for 
a base  and  to  decide  which  Lady  Mac- 
beth might  have  drunk.  We  must  re- 
member, however,  tha  her  cocktails 
were  most  powerful,  and  I should, 
accordingly,  eliminate  both  the  Af- 
finity and  Cameron  s Kick,  which  take 
only  a one-third  part  of  Scotch.  Black 
Eye,  with  one-half  Scotch,  is  some- 
what more  plausible;  but  we  noted 
her  horror  of  milk,  and  Black  Eye 
takes  one-half  fresh  cream.  Cowboy 
takes  two-thirds  Scotch;  and  this  pro- 
portion would  be  most  plausible,  but 
again  the  difficulty  is  a one-third 
part  of  fresh  cream.  There  remain 
two  coctails,  the  Bobby  Burns  and  the 
Rob  Roy,  which  in  their  generous 
proportions  of  Scotch  and  their  utter 
exclusion  of  cream,  are  wholly  ac- 
I Continued  on  page  28) 
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ceptable.  We  can  believe  in  them. 
Bobby  Burns  is  three-fourths  Scotch, 
Rob  Roy  two-thirds.  Bobby  Burns 
would  be  the  more  likely  if  it  were 
not  so  remote  in  time.  We  must  re- 
gret the  fact  that  we  cannot  establish 
an  association  between  the  great 
Scotchman  Robert  Burns  and  Lady 
Macbeth.  But  in  this  delicate  question 
considerations  of  cronological  con- 
tiguity are  highly  important.  Rob 
Roy  ( 1 660-1734,  the  outlawed  High- 
land freebooter,  is  more  than  fifty 
years  closer  to  the  time  of  Lady  Mac- 
beth (the  eleventh  century)  than  is 
Bobby  Burns  (1759-96). 

I admit  that  on  this  interesting 
point  investigation  must  remain 
somewhat  inconclusive.  After  all,  900 
years  have  passed.  Enough  to  say 
that  the  drink  was  Scotch  or  most 
likely  a cocktail  probably  the  Rob 
Roy ) with  a base  of  Scotch. 

Under  the  curse  of  this  evil  drink 
Ladv  Macbeth  plunges  to  her  doom. 
Her  confusion  increases,  and  we  have 
in  Act  III  the  strongest  possible  evi- 
dence of  the  insidious  power  of  drink. 
After  having  had  Banquo  murdered, 
Macbeth  gies  a victory  banquet.  He 
is  himself  so  ashamed  of  his  wife’s 
continued  drunkenness  that  in  ex- 
asperation he  unwittingly  explodes 
before  his  guests  and  says  of  the 
miserable  wretch,  “Heavens,  she's 
still  drunk.”  That  is  the  only  meaning 
which  can  be  attached  to  the  quaint 
English  of  the  ancient  text,  "Our 
hostess  keeps  her  state.  Ladv  Mac- 
beth drinks  freely  and  brutally.  Her 
guests  are  shocked.  They  murmur. 
She  is  their  queen,  and  she  is  drunk! 
It  is  shamless.  Among  the  most  piti- 
able words  in  all  of  Shakespeare  are 
those  which  Lady  Macbeth  utters 
when  she  is  aware  finally  that  her 
sordid  habit  is  common  knowlerge. 
In  abject  and  miserable  honesty  she 
admits  her  slavery  to  a vice  which, 
as  she  confesses,  and  as  all  drunkards 
must  at  last  confess,  imparts  no  joy: 
“Think  of  this,  good  peers,  but  as  a 
thing  of  custom.  Tis  no  other;  only 


it  spoils  the  pleasure  of  the  time.” 
Her  confession  follows  hard  upon 
the  most  significant  instance  of  her 
confusion.  When  he  wants  to, 
Shakespeare  can  pack  hard  granite 
meaning  into  a few  words.  We  are 
somewhat  melted  to  pity  for  a woman 
who  is  so  far  gone  tha,  looking  at 
her  husband,  she  is  completely  be- 
fuddled and  asks,  “Are  you  a man? 
This,  we  may  well  agree,  it  the  cli- 
max of  the  play.  No  greater  confu- 
sion can  descend  upon  a woman  than 
the  inability  to  tell  offhand  the  sex 
of  her  husband. 
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School  and  Office  Supplies 

Lehigh 

Stationery  Co. 

OFFICE  EQUIPMENT 
and  SUPPLIES 

14  West  Fourth  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania 


Penn  Coat  and 
Apron  Supply  Co. 

"WHY 

BUY 

WHEN 

WE 

SUPPLY" 

Table  Linens 
Bed  Linens 

and  Coats 

Phone  . . . 

Allentown  7319 


EASY  MONEY 

If  your  letters  home  read  like  this:  "Dear 
FolkS,  Gue-SS  what  I need  mo$t?”  then  perhaps 
we  can  ease  the  parental  burden.  Pepsi-Cola  Co. 
will  cheerfully  send  you  a dollar. . .or  even  fifteen 
for  gags  you  send  in  and  we  print. 

Merely  mark  your  attempts  with  your  name, 
address,  school  and  class  and  mail  to  Easy  Money 
Dept.,  Pepsi-Cola  Co.,  Box  A,  Long  Island  City,  N.  Y 


DEPARTMENT 

All  contributions  become  the  property  of 
Pepsi-Cola  Co.  We  pay  only  for  those  we  print. 
As  you  might  imagine,  we’ll  he  quite  mad  if  you 
mention  Pepsi-Cola  in  your  gags.  (Simply  mad 
about  it.)  Remember,  though,  you  don’t  have  to 
enclose  a feather  to  tickle  our  risibilities.  Just  make  us 
laugh — if  you  can.  We’ll  send  you  a rejection  slip  . . . 
if  you  can’t. 


GET  FUNNY. . . W IN  MONEY. . . W'RITE  A TITLE 


DAFFY 

DEFINITIONS 

§1  apiece  is  shamefully  sent  to  C.  R. 
Meissner , Jr.  of  Lehigh  Univ.,  Bernard  H. 
Hymel  of  Stanford  Univ.,  T.  M.  Guy  of 
Davidson  College,  and  Irving  B.  Spielman 
of  C.  C.  N.  Y.  In  fact  we’re  almost  sorry 
we  did  it. 

Atlas — a geography  book  with  muscle. 
Spot — what  Pepsi-Cola  hits  the. 

Paradox  — two  ducks. 

Laugh — a smile  that  burst. 


“ . . . well,  as  long  as  Pm  down  here  I’ll  [fill  out  my  entry  blank 
for  the  Pepsi-Cola  ‘ Treasure  Top ’ Contests .” 

Got  a good  line  for  this  gag?  Send  it  in!  $5  each  for  any  we  buy  (Don't  worry 
about  the  caption  that’s  already  there — that’s  just  our  subtle  way  of  reminding 
you  about  Pepsi’s  terrific  $203,725  ’"Treasure  Top’’  Contests.  Latch  onto  entry- 
blanks  at  your  Pepsi-Cola  dealer’s  today!)  Or  send  in  your  own  cartoon  idea. 
$10  for  just  the  idea — $15  if  you  draw  it  ...  if  we  buy  it. 

January  winners:  $15.00  to  Philip  Gips  of  the  Bronx,  N.  1.,  and  to  Rosemary 
Miller  of  Mary  Washington  College.  $5  each  to  Jerry  H.  O'Neil  of  Washington 
University,  Jack  Marks  of  Columbus,  Ohio,  and  C.  A.  Schneyer  of  New  1 ork  City. 


HE-SHE  GAGS 

You,  too,  can  write  jokes  about  people. 
These  guys  did  and  we  sent  them  three 
bucks  each  for  their  wit.  To  wit:  Joe 
Murray  of  Univ.  of  Iowa,  Boh  Prado  of 
the  Univ.  of  Texas,  King  MacLellan  of 
Rutgprs  Univ.,  and  Ray  Lauer  of  Cicero, 
Illinois. 

She:  Thanks  for  the  kiss. 

He:  Hie  pressure  was  all  mine. 

* * * 

He:  Y oo-hoo! 

She:  Shut  up,  you  wolf! 

He:  Pepsi-Cola? 

She:  Yoo-hoo!! 

a/„  jt 

■7V*  *7V'  ‘TV’ 

She:  What’s  the  best  type  of  investment? 
He:  Air  mail  stamps. 

She:  Why  air  mail  stamps? 

He:  They’re  bound  to  go  up. 


t.  gt, 

IP  *«* 

She:  If  you  kiss  me.  I’ll  call  a member 
of  my  family. 

He:  (Kisses  her). 

Site:  (sighing)  Brother! 

# * # 

Can  you  do  better ? We  hope  so.  And 
we're  ready  to  pay  for  it.  S3  is  wait- 
ing. Try  and  get  it! 


TRA  ADD*® 

TTR  ACTION 

he  end  of  the  ^stuff  weVe 

r,7nd^Lmwethinkwas 

of  all  is  going  to  get  an  ext 

$100.00 


# # # 

Hurry  and  coin  a phrase  ...  you 
might  face  some  coin.  If  that  isn't 
easy  money,  we  don't  know  what  is. 


unit  moron 

CORNER 


"Yuk,  yuk,  yuk!”  we  said  when  we  read 
this.  And  promptly  peeled  off  two  crisp 
leaves  of  cabbage  ($2)  for  June  Arm- 
strong, of  the  University  of  Illinois: 

"How  do  you  like  my-  new  dress?’’  asked 
the  little  moron’s  girl  friend  on  the  night 
of  the  Junior  prom.  "See,  it  has  that  new 
look  — with  six  flounces  on  the  skirt.  ’ 

"Duuuuh,”  replied  our  little  hero,  "that 
ain’t  so  great.  Pepsi-Cola’s  got  tivelve 
flounces!” 


Do  you  knoic  any  little  morons?  If  so, 
follow  them,  send  us  their  funny  utter- 
ances and  we'l!  send  you  $2,  too. 
Nothing  personal,  of  course. 


Cigarette 


TED  WILLIAMS 

BOSTON  RED  SOX 


BOSTON  BRAVE’S 

BOB  ELLIOTT 

VOTED  MOST  VALUABLE  PLAYER 
IN  THE  NATIONAL  LEAGUE 


fit-  " 


STAN  MUSIAL 

ST.  LOUIS  CARDINALS 


CHAMPION  N.  Y.  YANKEE  S 

joe  Dimaggio 

VOTED  MOST  VALUABLE  PLAYER 
IN  THE  AMERICAN  LEAGUE 




n you  change  to  Chesterfield 

THE  FIRST  THINO  YOU  WILL 
NOTICE  IS  THEIR  MILDNESS 

that!?  because  of  their  Bight  Cbmhinab'on 
World's  Best  tobaccos 


rjpLWAYS  MILDER 
J^ETTER  TASTING  V 

Cooler  smoking 


EWELL 

BLACKWELL 

CINCINNATI  REDS 


HESTERFIELD 


Copyright  1948.  Licotrr  & Mvebs  Tobacco  Co 


